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Introduction 
by  Margaret  Bergeron 


Welcome  to  Basic  Writing!  As  you  begin  your  writing  course,  many  of  you  will 
wonder  how  you  will  take  on  the  challenge  of  writing.  Author  Anne  Lamott  suggests  that 
writers  start  small.  As  her  father  once  advised  her  1 0-year-old  brother,  who  was 
agonizing  over  a book  report  on  birds:  “Just  take  it  bird  by  bird.” 

As  you  look  around  your  classes  and  the  Northern  Essex  campus,  you  see  students 
of  all  ages,  backgrounds,  and  nationalities  here  for  a common  goal:  to  improve  their  skills 
and  become  more  educated  individuals.  Your  own  story  will  be  put  on  paper,  and  you 
will  learn  about  yourself  as  you  participate  in  the  writing  process  to  describe  who  you 
are.  You  may  discover  a common  theme  about  yourself,  or  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
you  have  circumstances  that  you  would  like  to  change.  You  will  write  essays  about  your 
significant  objects,  people,  and  experiences,  and  create  your  own  story  of  your  life.  In  the 
writing  process,  your  instructor,  peers,  and  tutors  in  the  Writing  Center  will  work  with 
you  to  help  you  describe  your  own  unique  reflections.  In  the  end,  you  will  gather  an 
appreciation  of  the  writing  process  that  will  carry  on  beyond  the  Basic  Writing  course 
and  into  other  disciplines. 

Writers  in  Progress  is  a compilation  of  essays  from  students  who  took  Basic 
Writing  during  the  2007-2008  academic  year.  Week  after  week,  each  student  sat  in  the 
classrooms,  computer  lab,  and  Writing  Center  before  you,  and  carefully  took  the  steps 
required  to  produce  the  following  essays.  These  essays  will  serve  as  examples  of  the 
organization,  details,  or  ideas  that  are  expected  for  Basic  Writing  students,  who  will  take 
on  the  challenge  of  writing  one  small  step  at  a time. 
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Dear  Basic  Writer: 


We  are  writing  this  letter  to  you  because  we  were  in  your  shoes  not  too 
long  ago.  When  we  first  arrived  we  were  very  nervous  and  were  not  too  sure 
what  to  expect  from  this  Basic  Writing  class.  Now  that  we  have  completed  the 
class,  we  can  assure  you  that  if  you  attend  class,  have  a good  attitude,  and  use 
your  time  wisely,  and  most  importantly  have  fun,  you  will  succeed  in  this 
class. 

Attending  class  is  a must.  Everyone  loves  to  have  lazy  days  once  in  a 
while,  and  while  those  are  great,  we  strongly  recommend  that  you  do  not  do 
that  in  order  to  become  a very  successful  student.  By  coming  to  class  every 
day,  you  can  be  assured  that  you  will  be  able  to  participate  in  all  the  activities 
that  are  done,  as  well  as  all  the  peer  reviews  and  workshops.  One  workshop 
that  really  helped  us  was  the  editing  workshop.  We  felt  that  it  was  fun  and  it 
really  helped  us  to  find  our  mistakes  before  we  turned  in  our  papers.  We  highly 
recommend  that  you  take  advantage  of  these  great  tools  that  will  strongly  assist 
you  on  your  quest  to  become  a better  writer. 

Having  a good  attitude  is  another  very  important  step  to  becoming  a 
better  writer.  If  you  maintain  a positive  attitude  throughout  the  course  by 
participating  in  all  the  activities,  you  will  find  that  all  the  assignments  are  a lot 
more  fun  and  a lot  easier.  Even  if  you  do  not  like  a topic  that  you  are  writing 
about,  keeping  a positive  attitude  can  make  the  whole  process  a lot  easier  and 
much  more  fun. 

Finally,  maybe  the  most  important  step  to  becoming  a better  writer  is 
using  your  time  wisely  and  having  good  time-management  skills.  One  time  I 
forgot  an  assignment  was  due  until  the  day  before.  I had  to  stay  up  really  late  to 
try  and  get  it  done  and  because  I was  so  tired  I made  a lot  of  mistakes.  We  do 
not  recommend  that  you  wait  until  the  day  before  a paper  is  due  to  write  it. 
Make  sure  you  leave  plenty  of  time  for  revision,  and  visit  the  Writing  Center  as 
soon  as  possible  for  every  assignment  to  ensure  that  you  give  yourself  the 
maximum  amount  of  time  to  follow  through  with  their  suggestions  and 
strengthen  your  papers. 

We  hope  our  advice  will  help  you  in  your  quest  to  become  a stronger 
writer.  Have  confidence  in  yourself  and  know  that  you  can  achieve  anything 
that  you  put  your  mind  to.  We  believe  by  going  to  class,  maintaining  a positive 
attitude,  and  using  your  time  wisely,  that  you  will  succeed  in  your  quest  to 
become  a stronger  writer  and  will  really  enjoy  your  time  in  this  course. 


Sincerely, 
Jon  & Mike 


A Book  Opens  My  World 
by  Su-Chen  Burnside 


Do  you  have  anything  in  your  life  that  has  any  significance  meaning  to  you?  I do. 
On  my  bookshelf,  there  is  a special  spot  that  belongs  to  one  of  my  favorite  books,  The 
Secret  Garden.  I got  it  on  a very  special  day.  It  has  been  with  me  all  the  time,  even  I had 
moved  several  times  and  lived  in  different  countries  for  several  years.  For  me,  it  is  not 
only  a book.  It  is  a memorial  journal  of  my  life. 

The  book  has  been  read  by  me  so  many  times.  Its  size  is  a little  bigger  than  a 
regular  novel.  It  has  a picture  of  a nine-year-old  girl  holding  a jump  rope  in  her  right  hand 
standing  in  front  of  a door  inside  of  a garden.  This  picture  is  in  the  middle  of  the  front 
cover  and  the  edge  of  the  cover  is  surrounded  by  many  little 
roses.  The  book  is  not  in  very  good  shape.  It  is  not  smooth  and 
shiny  anymore.  It  looks  quite  old  and  has  a tear  on  the  left 
bottom  of  the  front  cover  and  left  top  of  the  back  cover.  It  has 
clear  wide  tape  holding  the  cover  to  prevent  it  from  falling 
apart.  Some  of  the  pages  have  loosened  from  the  bookbinding. 

Several  pages  have  water  stains  on  them  because  I left  it  in  my 
bathroom  once.  It  has  a furmy  smell,  like  an  old  newspaper. 

The  book  has  started  to  turn  yellow.  When  I realized  what 
shape  it  was  in,  I felt  I hadn’t  taken  good  care  of  it.  I soon  kept 
it  on  the  bookshelf. 

I have  a big,  light  brown  bookshelf  which  is  made  of  oak.  It  covers  a whole  wall 
and  has  six  shelves.  I divided  each  shelf  with  different  subjects.  On  the  bottom  shelf  I 
keep  all  my  Chinese  books.  The  English  textbooks  belong  to  the  second  shelf.  On  the 
third  shelf  I have  many  cookbooks  from  different  countries.  The  fourth  shelf  I have  books 
that  I borrowed  from  friends  or  the  library  which  I am  currently  reading.  The  fifth  shelf  is 
all  kinds  of  English  novels.  The  top  shelf  has  all  my  favorite  books.  Most  of  the  books 
are  geographic  travel  books:  Thailand,  China,  America,  France,  Hong  Kong,  and 
Singapore,  etc.  I wish  in  my  lifetime  I could  have  a chance  to  visit  all  of  those  countries. 
The  Secret  Garden  is  on  this  shelf,  but  I don’t  put  it  in  line  like  the  others.  I let  its  cover 
face  out,  so  it  is  easy  for  me  to  see  or  touch.  When  I feel  bored,  lose  interest  or  passion  in 
my  life,  I just  raise  my  head  and  look  at  it  or  hold  it  for  awhile  then  the  memories  come 
back  to  my  mind.  It  reminds  me  that  life  is  full  of  surprises  and  excitement  and  that  I 
have  more  energy  to  look  further. 

The  Secret  Garden  is  the  first  English  story  book  I ever  bought.  It  was  written  by 
Frances  Hodgson  Burnett  and  illustrated  by  Tasha  Tudor.  On  July  5,  1992, 1 was  waiting 
for  my  airplane  at  the  Chiang  Kai-Shek  International  Airport  (Taiwan)  on  the  way  to  the 
United  States.  At  the  time  I thought  I needed  something  to  read  and  help  me  to  go 
through  a 22-hour-long  flight.  When  I walked  in  the  bookstore,  my  eyes  got  lost  on  the 
huge  bookshelves.  There  were  thousands  of  books  and  magazines  stacked.  I didn’t  spend 
too  much  time  before  my  eyes  locked  on  one  book.  It  was  The  Secret  Garden.  I was 
attracted  by  its  name  because,  like  my  trip,  it  was  full  of  exciting  and  uncertain 
experiences  in  the  future  and  it  was  written  for  children,  easy  to  understand.  I thought  it 
was  just  right  for  me. 
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When  you  open  the  book,  you  see  a lot  of  color  marks  and  many  yellow  post-it 
notes  inside  the  pages.  It  is  because  I wasn’t  very  good  in  English  when  I read  it  the  first 
time.  To  be  honest,  I was  very  bad  at  speaking  and  reading  English.  I never  liked  English 
class  during  my  school  time.  Reading  The  Secret  Garden  changed  my  view  of  English. 
The  story  is  so  beautiful.  The  first  time  I read  it,  I was  eager  to  find  out  what  would 
happen  at  the  end  of  the  story.  At  that  time,  I spent  time  with  the  dictionary  checking 
vocabulary  more  than  reading  the  book.  It  didn’t  make  me  feel  depressed.  Instead,  I was 
getting  more  excited,  but  it  was  just  a start.  I felt  I had  opened  a treasure’s  box.  I started 
to  read  books  like  Black  Beauty,  Alice  in  Wonderland,  The  Baby  Sitters  Club,  and  365 
Bedtime  Stories.  I love  them  all.  I love  to  read  and  I want  to  read  more.  It  is  one  of  the 
reasons  that  I am  back  in  school  now.  Most  importantly.  The  Secret  Garden  changed  my 
view  of  English  and  led  me  into  the  English  reading  world.  All  the  books  are  wide  open 
to  me. 

There  are  so  many  editions  and  different  reading  levels  of  The  Secret  Garden  at 
the  bookstore.  I could  buy  any  one  of  them,  but  every  time  I have  my  book  in  my  hands, 
all  of  my  memories  come  to  my  mind.  It  feels  like  I am  seeing  a movie.  The  difference  is 
I see  myself  holding  a book  on  the  screen.  It  was  the  first  time  I flew,  the  first  time  I 
traveled  alone,  and  the  first  time  I left  my  own  country  to  visit  another  country.  It  was 
also  the  first  time  I visited  the  United  States.  I walked  to  the  wrong  gate,  took  the  wrong 
flight,  went  to  the  wrong  place,  and  met  nice  strangers  who  helped  me.  The  whole  flying 
experience  was  exciting,  scary,  and  dramatic,  and  my  book  was  one  thing  in  my  hand  all 
the  time  with  me.  It  is  not  only  a book.  It  has  memories  in  it  that  no  other  books  can 
replace. 

Every  year  when  summer  comes,  I pick  up  my  book  from  the  top  of  the  bookshelf 
and  lie  under  the  maple  tree  at  my  favorite  spot,  with  the  sun  touching  my  skin,  wind 
blowing  through  my  face,  and  birds  singing  in  the  air.  As  I read,  my  memory  will  follow 
the  book  back  to  those  moments  of  happiness.  It  reminds  me  of  the  best  time  of  my  life. 


Su-Chen  Burnside,  39,  is  originally  from  Taiwan.  She  is  married  and  is  studying  for  a 
career  in  healthcare  management.  Su-Chen  enjoys  cooking  and  eating  a good  meal.  Lisa 
Mahoney’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  fall  of 2007  has  given  Su-Chen  “more  courage  to 
face  English  Composition  I.  ’’ 
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Past,  Present,  and  Future 
by  Janicia  Townsend 

In  the  bone-chilling  cold  of  winter,  I am  comforted  by  an  old  story  passed  down 
from  my  grandmother.  This  isn’t  any  ordinary  story,  as  it  isn’t  told  with  words  or 
pictures.  It  is  told  by  a blanket,  an  unfinished  blanket.  The  blanket  has  grown  over  the 
years  by  the  hands  of  my  grandmother,  my  mother,  and  now  me.  Some  pieces  of  yarn  in 
this  blanket  are  new  and  others  are  left  over  from  previous  projects.  This  blanket  is 
important  to  me;  it  shows  my  family  history,  with  generations  of  work  that  I will  be  able 
to  share  with  my  children. 

When  I was  in  sixth  grade,  I lived  in  an  apartment  under  my  grandparents’  house 
with  my  mom.  It  was  wintertime,  cold  and  snowy.  My  mother  was  five  months  pregnant 
with  my  sister.  I was  really  bored  and  my  mom  was  crocheting  some  booties  for  my 
sister.  I went  over  and  sat  next  to  her  in  an  attempt  to  learn  what  she  was  doing.  I picked 
up  some  yam  and  a crochet  needle;  I mimicked  the  movements  that  she  was  doing.  There 
was  nothing  but  chaos  and  knots  in  my  hands  when  I was  finished.  My  mom  stopped 
what  she  was  doing  and  took  the  time  to  show  me  the  right  way.  I picked  it  up  in  no  time. 
As  the  night  went  on,  I got  better  and  better,  and  my  mother  thought  I was  ready  for  a 
bigger  project.  She  brought  out  the  blanket,  the  beginning  of  our  family  story.  She  told 
me  how  my  grandmother  started  this  blanket  to  give  me  for  graduation.  However,  she 
couldn’t  finish  because  her  hands  became  weak.  My  mom  continued  to  work  on  it  and 
now  she  was  giving  it  to  me  to  continue  the  work  that  my  grandmother  started.  There 
were  never  any  intentions  for  this  to  become  a family  project,  but  because  my 
grandmother  was  never  able  to  finish  it,  it  became  history  in  the  making. 

It  is  a crocheted  blanket  with  crazy  colors  throughout,  pink  and  green,  brown, 
blue.  There  is  every  color  of  the  rainbow  with  no  particular  pattern.  So  far  it’s  about  five 
feet  five  inches  wide  and  three  feet  long.  It’s  made  with  double  hooks  and  a chain  in 
between.  The  chain  creates  a small  hole  for  the  next  row  of  double  hooks.  At  the  end  of 
each  row  is  a tiny  knot  with  frayed  ends  of  yam  from  where  each  color  begins  and  ends. 

It  smells  like  wood  from  the  chest  where  it  lives,  with  a hint  of  staleness  in  each  fiber. 
The  smell  leaves  a dry,  bitter,  mothball-like  flavor  on  the  back  of  my  tongue  every  time  I 
take  a breath.  It  feels  rougher  than  it  should;  it  hasn’t  been  washed  to  loosen  up  the 
woven  threads  because  it  has  never  been  finished.  As  I make  each  row,  I can  hear  the 
voice  in  my  head  that  silently  counts  the  “one,  two,  three,  one,  two,  three”  as  I make  each 
hook. 

Many  strands  of  my  blanket  come  with  their  own  memories.  There  is  the  faded 
pink  row  of  yarn;  this  yarn  was  left  over  from  a stuffed  elephant  that  my  grandmother 
made  for  my  mother.  My  great-grandmother  loved  elephants;  she  kept  it  in  her  car  that 
she  drove.  I remember  when  I was  little  sitting  in  the  back  fascinated  by  the  feel  of  the 
plush  red  velvet  fabric  that  covered  the  seats.  When  she  died  I got  her  car;  it  was  my  first 
car.  I also  kept  this  elephant  in  the  back  window  of  the  car,  just  as  my  great-grandmother 
did.  There  are  green,  yellow,  dark  purple,  and  brown  rows  that  are  made  from  yam  that 
was  left  over  from  the  blankets  my  grandmother  made  for  the  family.  There  were  three, 
one  yellow  and  green,  one  purple  and  brown,  and  the  last  one  I can’t  remember.  I still 
have  the  yellow  and  green  one.  I remember  curling  up  in  my  grandfather’s  chair  wrapped 
in  this  blanket.  It  has  a diamond  pattern  alternating  the  green  and  yellow.  There  are  big 
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holes  between  the  diamonds  that  I would  stick  my  toes  through.  There  are  long  tassels 
around  the  edge  that  would  tickle  my  face  so  I would  have  to  fold  down  the  edge  so  I 
could  fall  asleep.  With  each  row  my  blanket  holds  another  memory. 

I have  dedicated  the  inside  of  a pine  chest  to  my  blankets  and  crocheting  projects. 
My  mother  made  this  chest  for  me  in  the  little  moments  of  spare  time  that  she  had.  She 
gave  it  to  me  when  I graduated  high  school.  It’s  beautifully  sanded  and  finished,  caramel 
in  color  with  gold  accessories.  We  never  put  the  hinges  on  so  the  cover  is  removed  with 
ease.  At  any  given  time,  you  can  open  this  chest  and  find  my  blanket  folded  neatly  in  a 
comer.  It’s  surrounded  by  other  projects  I have  started  and  years  of  yam  collected. 

At  some  point  when  this  blanket  is  finished,  it  will  be  used  to  wrap  up  tight  on  a 
chilly  night  or  to  tell  stories  from  the  memories  in  each  row  of  yarn.  For  now,  in  the  cold 
of  winter  when  there  is  not  much  to  do,  I take  out  my  blanket  so  I can  work  on  it  some 
more.  It’s  the  perfect  prescription  to  a bad  case  of  boredom.  When  I am  stressed  out  or 
feeling  frustrated,  I can  pull  out  my  blanket,  sit  on  the  couch,  flick  on  the  television,  and 
mindlessly  crochet  away. 

No  matter  how  many  times  I have  moved,  every  winter  this  blanket  has  been  in 
my  hands.  It  reminds  me  of  where  I’ve  come  from  and  where  I want  to  go.  Little  by  little 
I add  to  the  family  story.  It  has  been  passed  through  three  generations  and,  although  some 
pieces  of  this  blanket  are  part  of  memories  before  me,  my  plan  is  to  continue  the  family 
story  with  my  children  and  their  children  with  every  growing  row. 


Janicia  Townsend,  24,  is  from  Eliot,  ME.  She  loves  cooking,  shopping,  and  spending  time 
with  her  friends.  Janicia  plans  a career  in  radiology  technology.  Taking  Clare 
Thompson-Ostrander ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  fall  of 2007  confirmed  for  Janicia  that 
she  still  loves  writing. 
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Seven-Speed  Malibu 
by  Tammie  Morin-Petrillo 

You  can’t  miss  me  pedaling  my  luminous  purple  and  silver  seven-speed  Malibu 
bicycle  down  the  beach.  This  bike  is  one  of  my  most  prized  possessions.  The  most 
important  people  in  my  life  gave  me  this  bike  as  a gift  on  a very  special  day.  This  seven- 
speed  bicycle  has  given  me  the  opportunity  to  experience  some  of  my  greatest 
adventures. 

The  bike  is  fabulous.  The  gleaming  colors,  with  tiny  specks  of  glitter  in  the  paint, 
sparkle  when  the  sun  hits  it.  The  bold  black  words  “Malibu”  stretch  across  its  scratched 
aluminum  frame.  Thin  black  rubber  wheels  spinning  on  their  axis  propel  me  to  each  new 
destination.  My  vanity  plate  has  my  name  in  black  capital  letters.  I love  the  oversized 
cushioned  seat  that  provides  me  with  many  hours  of  comfortable  bike  riding.  My 
obnoxious  pink  and  white  bulb  horn  I enjoy  squeaking  while  pedaling  down  the  road.  I 
can  hear  the  clicking  and  clanking  of  the  greasy  chain,  as  I switch  gears  yet  again.  I still 
haven’t  figured  out  when  to  use  each  of  the  seven  gears. 

To  you  this  may  look  like  any  ordinary  bicycle,  but  to  me  this  bike  is 
extraordinary.  The  bike  was  given  to  me  by  my  three  beautiful  children  and  thoughtful 
parents  on  my  thirtieth  birthday.  I can  remember  the  excitement  on  the  children’s  faces  as 
they  asked  me  to  come  outside.  The  four  of  us  walked  outside  hand  in  hand  and  there  in 
the  driveway  was  this  beautiful  bicycle  with  silver  balloons  tied  to  the  seat. 

“Surprise!”  my  children  screamed. 

“Do  you  like  it?”  they  asked. 

I told  them  I loved  it  as  I hugged  and  kissed  each  of  them.  I was  elated.  I hadn’t 
owned  a bicycle  in  1 5 years.  As  I checked  out  my  new  ride,  I was  secretly  wondering  if 
I’d  still  be  able  to  ride  after  all  these  years.  “Mommy,  try  it,”  the  children  shouted. 

I jumped  on  and  started  to  pedal.  I slowly  made  my  way  down  the  street.  The 
return  trip  was  slightly  faster;  my  confidence  was  returning.  I felt  like  a kid  again.  My 
children  were  cracking  up  watching  their  mom  zoom  around  the  neighborhood.  The  cool 

breeze  was  blowing  through  my  hair.  I could  feel  the 
warm  April  sun  beating  down  on  my  face,  fresh 
spring  air  rushing  into  my  lungs,  my  heart  beating 
faster  with  each  stride  I took.  This  was  truly  amazing. 
I had  never  felt  so  alive. 

My  seven-speed  Malibu  bicycle  is  currently 
parked  in  the  basement  of  my  home.  The  children’s 
bikes  are  lined  up  according  to  size  next  to  mine. 
Helmets  hang  from  each  set  of  handlebars.  We  store 
our  bikes  in  the  basement  to  ensure  they  stay  in 
excellent  condition.  I check  the  air  in  the  tires  each  time  I take  the  bike  out  for  a ride.  A 
flat  tire  on  the  way  home  wouldn’t  be  very  much  fun.  Other  than  keeping  the  bike  inside 
and  checking  the  air  pressure,  my  Malibu  is  a very  low-maintenance,  economical  form  of 
transportation. 

The  bike  has  given  me  a piece  of  my  childhood  that  I had  almost  forgotten. 

Riding  my  bike  has  become  a cherished  time  to  connect  with  my  children.  We  like  to 
have  races.  When  I’m  really  feeling  silly,  I try  to  do  a trick  to  show  off.  Once  I tried  to 
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ride  my  bike  without  any  hands  and  ended  up  on  the  ground  with  my  luminous  purple 
bike  on  top  of  me.  My  kids  and  I laughed  so  hard  I thought  I wet  my  pants.  After  that 
incident  I decided  to  leave  the  tricks  to  the  kids. 

Over  the  past  few  years,  I have  enjoyed  many  wonderful  outings  on  my  seven- 
speed  Malibu.  One  of  my  most  memorable  trips  was  Mother’s  Day  of  2007. 1 stepped 
outside  to  a glorious  May  morning.  The  sun  was  shining  and  the  sky  was  a beautiful 
shade  of  blue.  I decided  in  that  moment  how  I wanted  to  spend  Mother’s  Day  that  year. 
After  a wonderful  breakfast  with  my  family,  we  headed  to  North  Beach  for  a leisurely 
ride  along  the  coast.  As  I pedaled  down  the  beach,  I paused  a moment  to  take  this  all  in. 
My  children  were  pedaling  ahead  of  me  in  a single-file  line,  oldest  to  youngest;  they  were 
smiling  and  waving  to  people  walking  by  them.  My  youngest  was  five  at  the  time  and 
looked  so  sweet,  pedaling  his  little  legs  so  fast  to  keep  up  with  his  brother  and  sister.  I 
heard  the  sound  of  crashing  waves  onto  the  warm  sandy  beach.  There  were  families  on 
the  beach  building  sandcastles,  surfers  paddling  out  to  sea  searching  for  the  next  wave. 
We  stopped  at  Blinks  for  fried  dough  and  fresh-squeezed  lemonade.  As  we  sat  on  the 
seawall  eating  our  delicious  treats,  my  children  and  I agreed  that  this  had  been  “The  Best 
Day  Ever.” 

As  these  long  winter  days  drag  on,  I find  myself  going  down  in  the  basement  of 
my  home  just  to  take  a peek  at  my  bicycle.  I remember  the  cherished  moments  I have 
spent  with  my  family  riding  this  bike.  I hope  someday  that  my  children  will  be  lucky 
enough  to  share  moments  like  the  ones  we  have  with  their  own  children.  I am  not  sure 
what  the  future  holds  for  my  Malibu  and  me,  but  I look  forward  to  many  more  wonderful 
adventures  on  this  seven-speed  luminous  Malibu  bicycle. 


Tammie  Morin-Pethllo,  33,  is  from  Pelham,  NH,  and  is  the  single  mother  of  three 
children.  She  is  planning  a career  as  a nurse.  Tammie  enjoys  reading,  biking,  and 
spending  time  with  her  family  and  friends.  Before  taking  Melissa  Juchniewicz ’s  Basic 
Writing  course  in  the  spring  of 2008,  Tammie  “was  terrified  to  write  an  essay.  ” Now  she 
feels  inspired  because  ‘‘this  class  has  taught  me  how  to  be  an  organized  creative  writer.  ” 
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A Great  Name 
by  Clint  Clay 

Every  time  I sit  down  and  think  of  a person  who  has  had  a huge  impact  on  my 
life,  I think  of  my  father,  Clint  Joseph  Clay,  Sr.  I am  honored  to  be  named  after  such  a 
great  man.  He  has  been  an  integral  part  in  making  me  the  person  I am  today.  My  father 
has  one  of  the  best  personalities  you  will  ever  come  across.  My  father  is  my  number  one 
supporter  and  he  is  always  there  to  push  me  to  my  peak.  He  is  also  there  to  keep  me  in 
line  and  make  me  a nice,  respectful  young  man. 

My  father  enjoys  riding  his  motorcycle  with  his  friends  from  late  spring  right 
through  the  fall.  They  go  on  trips  all  day  that  take  them  through  the  lakes  region  of  New 
Hampshire.  They  enjoy  all  the  great  sights  and  sounds.  He  even  talks  about  how  the  air 
tastes  better  up  there  because  it  is  fresh  and  less  polluted. 

Whenever  I picture  my  dad,  I see  him  sitting  on  his  Harley  with  a big  smile  on  his 
face.  If  you  saw  my  father  in  public  you  would  automatically  think  he  is  a biker.  He 
stands  about  five  feet  nine  inches  tall,  and  weighs  about  250  pounds.  You  can  find  him 
usually  wearing  Red  Wing  steel  toe  boots,  denim  jeans,  and  a Harley  Davidson  t-shirt.  He 
has  blue  eyes  and  he  is  bald  with  a goatee.  He  would  probably  say  he  yanked  it  out 
because  of  me.  He  is  a very  fresh  scented  man,  always  wearing  cologne,  usually  smelling 
of  either  Escada  or  Polo  Black,  which  he  decided  to  take  from  me.  He  has  short  chubby 
fingers,  which  I was  lucky  enough  to  inherit.  His  hands  are  often  dry  from  working  with 
them  all  day.  He  has  worked  at  Lucent  Technologies  for  close  to  29  years.  He  got  that  job 
right  out  of  high  school,  and  he  is  still  there  today. 

My  father  has  the  best  sense  of  humor  you  will  ever  come  across.  He  could  make 
a dead  person  laugh.  Whenever  he  and  my  mother  go  out  with  their  friends,  I am 
guaranteed  a story  the  next  morning.  One  night  my  parents  went  out  to  a comedy  show, 
and  my  father  got  to  go  on  stage  and  crack  a few  jokes  of  his  own.  He  was  doing  so  well 
that  my  mother  had  to  drag  him  out  of  the  hall  it  was  being  held  at  because  she  was  a 
little  embarrassed.  The  next  morning  my  mom  came  downstairs  and  said,  “C.J.,  you  will 
never  guess  what  your  father  did  last  night.” 

I said,  “What,  Mom?” 

She  said,  “Oh,  C.J,  he  had  the  whole  place  roaring  with  laughter.  The  comedian 
brought  him  up  on  stage  and  used  him  as  a prop.  Then  your  father  started  cracking  jokes 
on  the  comedian.  It  was  hilarious.” 

The  comedian  even  gave  them  free  tickets  to  the  next  show  and  he  even  came  to 
our  house  for  a day  to  hang  out. 

In  my  1 8 years  of  life,  with  about  1 2 of  them  playing  sports,  I can  only  recall  my 
father  missing  two  baseball  games.  They  just  happened  to  fall  on  the  same  Friday  of 
motorcycle  weekend  in  Laconia,  New  Hampshire.  Other  than  that,  he  has  been  at  all  of 
my  games  no  matter  where  they  were.  He  always  made  sure  he  was  there.  He  and  I even 
drove  five  hours  up  to  Cooperstown,  New  York,  so  I could  play  in  a baseball  tournament 
up  there.  It  is  a special  memory  for  me  because  I was  lucky  enough  to  hit  a grand  slam.  I 
remember  as  soon  as  the  ball  went  over  the  fence,  I was  rounding  first  base,  and  I pointed 
to  him  as  if  to  say,  “That  was  for  you.  Dad.”  My  father  was  also  there  to  comfort  me 
when  my  football  team  lost  in  last  year’s  Eastern  Mass.  Division  3 Super  Bowl,  as  I held 
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the  second-place  trophy  in  my  hands.  I was  crying  with  my  head  down  when  I saw  my 
dad.  I was  sad  to  see  that  the  loss  took  its  toll  on  him,  too.  He  grabbed  me,  pulled  me 
close,  and  said,  “It’s  okay  kid.  You  did  your  best,  and  I’m  proud  of  you  for  that.” 

My  father  has  been  the  one  who  always  pushes  me  to  reach  my  potential.  He 
fueled  me  with  the  desire  to  stand  out  and  to  succeed.  Say  if  I had  a rough  day  at  school 
and  came  home  and  didn’t  feel  like  going  to  football  practice,  he  would  say  to  me,  “C.J., 
go  to  practice  and  maybe  it  will  turn  your  day  around.”  I would  go  and  sometimes  it  did 
turn  my  day  around,  and  sometimes  it  didn’t,  but  he  was  proud  that  I made  that  effort  to 
get  there  and  see  what  would  happen.  Making  my  father  proud  has  been  a huge  part  of 
my  life.  If  I didn’t  make  him  proud,  I would  be  disappointed  in  myself  He  wanted  me  to 
become  a leader  and  not  a follower,  and  to  blaze  my  own  path.  When  I was  little,  it 
started  with  sports.  He  always  took  me  out  in  the  back  yard  and  taught  me  the  little  things 
that  would  make  me  better,  like  the  fundamentals  of  fielding  a ground  ball  or  how  to 
swing  a baseball  bat.  As  I grew,  he  stressed  on  me  about  doing  well  in  school.  I can 
remember,  clear  as  day,  when  I was  in  the  sixth  grade.  I had  come  home  with  my  report 
card,  first  time  I had  made  the  honor  roll.  I handed  it  to  him.  He  opened  it  up,  smiled,  and 
said,  “You  can  do  better  next  time.”  I was  upset  at  first  because  I thought  I worked  pretty 
hard,  but  to  make  him  happy  and  proud,  I went  out  and  tried  to  get  straight  A’s.  He  was 
real  proud  when  I got  accepted  to  Plymouth  State  University. 

My  mother  and  father  are  the  people  who  disciplined  me  my  whole  life.  My  mom 
would  get  mad  at  me  then  sic  my  father  on  me.  I feared  him  more  than  my  mother,  so  I 
learned  a lot  of  my  lessons  from  Dad.  When  we  would  go  out  to  nice  restaurants,  he 
would  always  remind  me  not  to  eat  with  both  hands  on  the  table,  and  not  to  burp  out  loud. 
He  also  would  stress  that  I always  speak  politely  to  people  with  “please”  and  “thank 
you.”  He  did  not  tolerate  disrespect.  Sometimes  when  I didn’t  do  these  things,  or  even 
things  that  were  worse,  he  and  my  mother  would  punish  me  by  grounding  me  and  taking 
my  bike  away. 

Whenever  I look  myself  in  the  mirror  and  think  of  who  I want  to  be  like,  I always 
think  of  my  father.  I want  to  be  someone  who  stands  out,  who  makes 
laugh.  I want  to  be  a man  who  has  worked  hard  his  whole  life,  and  has 
never  been  a follower.  Some  kids  are  not  fortunate  enough  to  have  a 
father  growing  up,  but  I was.  I am  grateful  even  more  so  because  I get  to 
carry  out  his  name.  I hope  that  I am  blessed  to  pass  my  father’s  name, 

Clint  Joseph  Clay,  on  to  my  own  son  someday. 


Clint  Clay  is  an  18-year-old  student  from  Lisa  Mahoney’s  fall  2007  Basic  Writing  course 
who  thought  that  the  course  “made  it  easier  to  write  and  fun.  ” He  lives  in  Haverhill,  MA, 
is  a coach  at  the  Y.M.C.A.,  and  hopes  to  be  a police  officer  in  the  future. 
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My  Life’s  Influence 
by  Lori  Gatti 

Have  you  ever  been  blessed,  like  I have,  to  have  a close  and  loving  relationship 
with  your  grandmother?  She  was  a positive  force  in  my  life,  especially  during  the  period 
when  my  mom  and  dad  were  going  through  a divorce.  She  was  patient,  competitive,  and 
spiritual,  and  had  a silly  sense  of  humor.  She  was  my  grandmother  on  my  father’s  side.  I 
have  known  her  all  my  life  until  she  died  19  years  ago  in  1989. 1 was  28.  She  cherished 
her  family  and  extended  family. 

My  grandmother’s  name  was  Winifred  Agnew.  Her  name  had  no  significance  that 
I know  of  She  was  about  five  feet  two  inches  tall  and  weighed  1 50  pounds.  Her  hair  was 
black,  salt  and  pepper,  curly,  and  short  just  above  the  shoulder.  Nana’s  eyes  were  a pretty 
sky  blue;  the  glasses  she  wore  were  black  and  pointy  on  the  outer  edges.  You  could  see 
the  line  of  her  bifocals.  The  housecoats  that  she  mainly  wore  had  snaps  in  the  front  with 
two  large  pockets.  They  were  mostly  light  pink  and  blue  with  small  flowers  on  them.  The 
slippers  that  she  wore  were  open  toed,  fuzzy,  and  white,  and  her  earrings  had  big,  gaudy, 
purple  flowers  on  them  and  they  were  clip-on. 

She  had  so  much  patience.  Once  when  I was  1 0 and  my  brother  was  1 1 she  was 
helping  us  make  donuts.  I pretty  much  just  watched.  She  had  to  have  a lot  of  patience 
with  my  brother  because  he  was  a perfectionist  and  had  to  cut  the  dough  just  so.  It  took 
twice  as  long  as  normal  to  make  donuts  with  my  brother  and  she  never  showed  her 
impatience.  She  said  with  her  usual  pleasant  voice,  “Donald,  you  can  cut  the  dough  into 
round  circles,  and  then  put  them  in  the  hot  oil  and  cook  them.”  She  also  had  to  have  a lot 
of  patience  when  she  taught  me  how  to  knit  and  when  she  taught  the  girls  in  my  fifth- 
grade  class  how  to  knit.  A few  of  the  girls  kept  calling  her  over  because  they  either 
slipped  a stitch  or  dropped  a needle  and  lost  their  place. 

One  of  the  girls  named  Deirdre  that  she  was  teaching  how  to  knit  said,  “Mrs. 
Agnew,  I give  up.  I can’t  do  this.  I keep  dropping  my  needles  and  the  yam  gets  all 
tangled.” 

She  replied  by  never  changing  the  tone  of  her  voice,  and  never  showing  her 
aggravation.  “Don’t  worry  dear,  that  is  why  I am  here,  to  help  you.”  She  wasn’t  the  best 
knitter,  but  she  loved  it  and  it  was  her  way  of  spending  quality  time  with  me  or  anyone 
that  she  was  showing.  I have  a lot  of  patience  to  this  day,  and  it  is  probably  because  of 
her  example. 

She  also  had  a competitive  side,  and  she  could  play  a mean  game  of  Rummy  500. 
Usually,  we  played  for  several  hours  on  a Saturday  afternoon.  Playing  with  us  was  my 
grandmother,  my  father,  my  brother,  and  my  aunt.  She  was  strict  when  it  came  to  the 
mles,  and  didn’t  cut  us  any  slack.  She  was  very  serious  when  she  played  cards.  Just  about 
every  time  that  I played  with  them,  she  would  argue  with  my  aunt  or  father.  They  didn’t 
follow  the  mles  that  she  played  by,  and  it  would  mean  that  she  didn’t  win. 

She  would  say,  “Elaine,  you  didn’t  follow  the  mles.” 

Elaine  would  reply,  “These  are  the  mles  that  I play  by  when  I play  with  friends.” 

She  also  wouldn’t  tolerate  any  fooling  around  by  me  and  my  brother  while  we 
were  playing  cards  with  her.  She  would  often  say,  “Donald  and  Lori!  You  need  to  pay 
attention  and  stop  fooling  around.”  The  competitive  quality  is  the  quality  that  I liked  the 
least.  I am  not  a competitive  person  and  never  have  been.  Even  though  I am  not 


10 


competitive,  it  didn’t  mean  that  I didn’t  admire  my  grandmother’s  competitiveness.  I 
always  wanted  to  have  a competitive  side  to  me,  but  am  too  chicken  to  show  it. 

She  was  spiritual  in  her  own  way,  too.  She  went  to  Saint  Monica’s  church  in 
Methuen  every  Sunday  at  7:00  a.m.  or  every  Saturday  afternoon  around  4.  Whenever  I 
spent  the  weekend  with  her,  which  was  quite  often,  I went  to  church  with  her.  We  sat  in 
the  middle,  about  the  tenth  pew  down  from  the  altar.  I was  physically  there  with  her  and 
loved  every  minute  of  the  quality  time  we  spent  together,  but  spiritually  and  emotionally 
I was  not  there.  It  is  probably  because  I daydreamed  every  time  I went  to  church  with  her. 
That  probably  would  have  disappointed  her.  I am  not  spiritual  today  and  I don’t  go  to 
church  anymore,  but  I live  by  the  same  principles,  being  honest,  kind,  and  treating  people 
how  you  want  to  be  treated.  I always  think  about  it,  and  feel  guilty  that  I don’t  have  God 
in  my  life.  I want  to  be  spiritual  just  like  her. 

The  most  vivid  memory  I have  of  my  grandmother  is  her  silly  sense  of  humor. 

One  day  we  were  trying  to  make  the  spare  bed.  It  was  the  bed  that  I was  going  to  sleep  in. 
She  said,  “Lori,  grab  the  comer  of  the  sheet  and  put  it  on  the  comer  of  the  mattress.”  As  I 
was  trying  to  put  it  on,  it  snapped  back.  I couldn’t  help  but  giggle,  and  she  laughed.  She 
said,  “Here,  try  it  again  while  I hold  the  comer  up  for  you,”  and  sure  enough  it  snapped 
back  again  and  we  just  started  laughing  more  and  more.  She  said,  “Okay,  you  hold  it 
while  I try  to  put  it  on,”  and  it  snapped  on  her.  We  were  stmggling  to  get  the  damn  sheet 
on  while  crying  and  laughing  at  the  same  time.  Every  time  I think  of  this,  it  shows  me 
that  she  was  silly.  I am  definitely  very  silly.  I must  have  inherited  this  from  her.  I think  it 
is  a good  quality  to  have  because  you  shouldn’t  take  life  so  seriously  all  the  time. 

When  I did  spend  the  weekend  at  her  house,  I would  get  there  on  Friday  just  in 
time  for  dinner.  After  dinner  my  grandfather  and  my  grandmother  and  my  brother  and  I 

would  go  into  the  living  room  to  watch  TV. 

My  grandmother  would  take  out  her  knitting 
needles  and  yam  and  knit  until  after  the  news 
at  11:30.  She  would  give  me  some  old  yam 
that  was  stringy  and  knitting  needles  so  I could 
knit,  too.  I loved  it  when  we  sat  together  on  the 
couch  to  knit.  I felt  comfortable,  happy,  and 
content.  I think  about  all  the  times  she  would 
put  whatever  she  was  doing  aside,  whether  it 
be  knitting  herself  or  cooking,  and  help  me 
with  my  knitting.  I knit  to  this  day,  every  now 
and  then.  Knitting  relaxes  me.  I think  of  the 
quality  time  she  spent  with  me,  and  I would 
like  to  one  day  show  my  future  grandchildren 
what  it  means  to  have  a loving  and  caring 
grandmother. 

My  grandmother  touched  my  life  in  a way  that  even  she  didn’t  realize  when  she 
was  alive.  She  has  shown  me  that  loving  your  family  is  one  of  the  most  important  things, 
no  matter  what  they  have  done  or  not  done.  I have  never  heard  her  say  anything  negative 
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about  anyone,  and  she  was  always  positive.  When  I find  myself  in  a situation  where  I am 
about  to  say  something  negative  about  someone,  my  grandmother  pops  into  my  head,  and 
I rethink  what  I was  about  to  say.  I do  try  to  live  by  her  example.  I have  learned  to  be 
more  positive  and  have  self-esteem.  My  life  is  different  because  how  could  you  not  be 
affected  by  knowing  such  a wonderful  and  positive  person?  Those  qualities  are  qualities  I 
try  to  possess. 


Lori  Gatti,  47,  was  a student  in  Lisa  Mahoney’s  spring  2008  Basic  Writing  course.  When 
she  began  the  course,  she  felt  as  if  writing  “would  be  a chore,  ’’  but  by  the  end  of  the 
semester,  she  “enjoyed  the  writing  process.  ’’  Lori  lives  in  Plaistow,  NH,  with  her 
husband  John  and  children,  Michael  (21)  and  Kimberly  (19).  She  is  aiming  for  a career 
in  management  in  the  health  field. 
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Triple-Threat  Attorney 
by  Emily  Allende 

Wendy  is  a special  person  in  my  life.  She  is  a general  attorney.  When  I first  met 
her  it  was  through  my  boyfriend,  Luis.  That’s  when  he  asked  me  if  I wanted  to  meet  his 
family.  Like  any  girlfriend  would  do,  I went.  That  night  we  went  to  his  mother’s  house 
for  dinner  and  that’s  when  I met  his  aunt,  Wendy.  When  I first  spoke  to  her,  I felt  that  she 
listened  to  me  on  an  emotional  level  and  was  very  supportive.  Only  three  words  can 
describe  my  first  impression  of  Wendy:  diplomatic,  helpful,  and  inspiring. 

Wendy  is  Dominican;  she  stands  tall  at  about  five  feet  seven  inches  with  long, 
blonde,  curly  hair.  Her  complexion  is  light  and  she  has  strong  brown  eyes.  She  talks  with 
knowledge  and  walks  with  confidence.  When  she  enters  a room  you  can’t  miss  her,  due 
to  her  strong  yet  loving  voice.  When  Wendy  greets  you  with  her  open  arms  you  can’t 
help  but  smell  a soft  scent  of  Beautiful  by  Estee  Lauder.  She  is  also  very  healthy  and 
takes  good  care  of  her  body  by  eating  well  and  exercising  daily,  so  in  other  words  she  is 
very  fit  and  toned.  Her  style  is  very  sophisticated.  On  a daily  basis  you’ll  see  her  wear 
natural  earth-tone,  expensive,  three-piece  suits,  with  matching  accessories  such  as 
earrings,  bracelets,  and  necklaces.  The  accessories  she  wears  are  beautiful  to  look  at;  not 
only  do  they  match  the  color  of  the  outfit  she  wears  that  day,  but  they  sparkle,  too.  I like 
her  style;  she’s  like  a big,  shiny  star.  As  a matter  of  fact,  her  last  name  means  star  in 
Spanish:  “Estrella.”  I think  her  name  suits  her  very  well  because  her  personality  and  even 
her  hair  shines  and  sparkles  like  a star. 

Wendy  is  extremely  diplomatic.  She  was  having  a party  for  passing  the  bar  exam. 
A bar  examination  is  an  examination  to  determine  whether  a candidate  is  qualified  to 
practice  law  in  a given  jurisdiction.  At  the  party,  there  were  two  individuals  that  had  a 
few  too  many  drinks  and  they  were  arguing  and  pushing  each  other  around.  At  first, 
people  thought  they  were  playing  around  until  they  started  getting  louder.  That’s  when 
Wendy  stepped  in,  pulled  them  aside,  and  as  understanding  as  she  is,  took  the  time  to 
hear  both  sides.  I don’t  know  what  she  said  to  them,  but  in  a few  minutes  they  were  all 
laughing.  I’m  glad  that  Wendy  resolved  the  conflict  in  such  a calm  manner.  It  shows  that 
Wendy  Estrella  is  a diplomatic  person. 

Wendy  is  also  very  helpful.  One  day  I asked  her  if  she  would  help  me  fill  out  my 
financial  aid  form  for  school. 

“I  would  be  happy  to,”  said  Wendy. 

“Would  you  like  me  to  go  to  your  office  or  meet  you  at  your  house?”  I asked. 

She  agreed  to  meet  at  her  house.  As  soon  as  I arrived  at  her  house  I realized  that 
one  of  her  boys  was  sick  and  that  she  wasn’t  there  yet.  I called  her  again  and  asked  her  if 
she  would  like  to  help  me  fill  out  the  forms  another  time. 

“No,  why?”  asked  Wendy. 

“Because  your  little  one  is  sick  and  he  may  want  your  attention  when  you  get 
home,”  I replied. 

“No,  don’t  be  silly.  I will  be  there  in  two  minutes,”  said  Wendy. 

When  she  arrived,  Wendy  did  what  any  mother  would  do  and  handled  her  family 
situation  first,  by  making  soup  and  giving  medicine  to  her  sick  son.  Wendy  also  made 
sure  her  other  two  children  were  all  set  before  moving  on  with  me.  She  even  shared  some 
kisses  with  her  husband.  Everyone  was  satisfied,  including  me,  because  my  financial  aid 
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forms  were  finally  done.  I was  amazed  how  she  made  the  whole  house  really  calm  and 
quiet.  Wendy  can  really  hold  her  own.  She’s  really  helpful. 

Wendy  is  very  inspirational.  Another  great  memory  I have  of  Wendy  is  when  she 
took  the  time  from  her  busy  schedule  to  have  a one-on-one  girl  talk  about  my  life.  We 
talked  about  if  I ever  thought  about  going  back  to  school. 

“Yes,”  I said. 

“Then  what  are  you  waiting  for,  an  invitation?”  asked  Wendy. 

I laughed;  she  didn’t  think  it  was  funny.  She  talked  about  all  the  great 
opportunities  college  can  bring  me,  like  how  supportive  the  instructors  are,  how  their 
strategies  will  improve  my  knowledge,  and  how  important  it  is  to  find  a career  that  I will 
enjoy.  When  our  discussion  was  over,  she  made  me  realize  I can  get  more  in  life  with  an 
education  instead  of  bouncing  from  job  to  job.  Wendy’s  advice  and  honesty  has  inspired 
me  to  become  a better  person. 

Wendy  has  influenced  me  to  be  a better  person  not  only  to  myself  but  to  others. 
Wendy’s  diplomatic,  helpful,  and  inspiring  ways  show  how  great  a motivational  speaker 
she  is.  From  Wendy  I have  learned  that  there  are  always  going  to  be  great  opportunities 
to  come  in  life,  especially  with  an  education.  She  has  always  told  me  to  not  look  back,  to 
keep  my  head  up  and  look  forward,  because  it’s  never  too  late  to  go  after  your  dreams. 
Nobody  from  my  family  has  ever  told  me  anything  like  that  and  that’s  why  I look  up  to 
Wendy.  I am  now  controlling  my  own  life  and  I want  to  thank  Wendy  for  her  support  and 
comfort.  I know  with  the  right  support  and  education  I will  be  just  as  inspirational  as 
Wendy  Estrella.  She’s  a perfect  role  model  not  only  to  me  but  to  others  as  well. 


Emily  Allende,  25,  of  Lowell,  MA,  took  Basic  Writing  with  Patricia  Scannell  in  the  spring 
of 2008.  She  enjoys  dancing  and  is  interested  in  becoming  a paramedic  in  the  future. 


14 


Dear  Basic  Writer: 


Five  months  ago  we  remember  signing  up  for  Basic  Writing.  We  were 
really  nervous.  We  were  procrastinators  and  worried  if  we  were  going  to  be 
able  to  keep  up  with  our  work.  Our  friend  Chris  said,  “You  have  to  write  a lot 
of  boring  essays  and  I couldn’t  keep  up.” 

We  said,  “That’s  because  you’re  a slacker  and  can’t  keep  up  with 
anything,”  as  we  walked  away. 

We  were  starting  to  get  butterflies  in  our  stomachs  and  thinking  if 
college  was  really  for  us.  We  didn’t  think  that  we  were  good  writers.  We  had 
little  confidence  in  our  writing.  Little  did  we  know  we  would  really  like 
writing  and  it  would  come  naturally.  Since  being  in  Basic  Writing,  we  have 
learned  to  participate  in  class,  use  time  wisely,  and  use  the  Writing  Center  to 
our  advantage.  Since  we  have  completed  Basic  Writing,  we  are  less  stressed, 
more  confident  writers. 

First,  participating  in  class  will  help  you  become  a better  writer.  Be 
strong  and  push  yourself  to  the  right  direction.  On  the  first  day  of  class,  we 
thought  it  was  going  to  be  very  stressful.  Then  we  found  that  participating  in 
class  and  asking  questions  helped  us  become  more  prepared  and  confident 
basic  writers.  Participating  and  using  time  wisely  has  helped  us  in  Basic 
Writing  significantly. 

Secondly,  using  time  wisely  will  significantly  impact  your  grade  and 
progress  towards  becoming  a better  writer.  Since  being  in  Basic  Writing,  we 
have  learned  that  if  we  manage  our  time  wisely  and  do  our  homework  before 
going  out,  we  will  have  a better  grade  and  a better  understanding  of  being  a 
writer.  Putting  effort  and  time  into  your  paper  will  really  be  worth  it  at  the  end 
of  the  term. 

Thirdly,  taking  advantage  of  the  Writing  Center  will  strongly  impact 
your  grade  and  learning.  The  Writing  Center  realty  helps  you  with  every  part 
of  developing  a strong  and  well  thought-out  essay.  Whether  it’s  revising, 
editing,  or  organizing,  the  Writing  Center  is  there  to  help  you  with  all  your 
weaknesses.  Asking  the  Writing  Center  questions  and  listening  to  what  they 
have  to  say  will  have  a strong  impact  on  your  grade  in  Basic  Writing. 

Lastly,  it’s  really  a fun  class  as  long  as  you  don’t  fall  behind.  Just  keep 
up  with  your  work,  participate  in  class,  use  your  time  wisely,  and  use  the 
Writing  Center  to  your  advantage.  Last  but  not  least,  have  fun  in  Basic 
Writing.  Don’t  let  it  stress  you  out.  This  class  will  be  a simple,  stress-free, 
easy  A if  you  follow  these  three  steps. 

Steve  & Kevin 
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An  Angel  on  a Mission 
by  Kathy  Wilson 

It  was  Friday,  our  last  workday  in  Jamaica;  we  all  boarded  the  bus  in  the  morning. 
We  were  joking  and  teasing,  singing  and  laughing,  and  just  having  a good  time.  My 
oldest  daughter  Emerald  and  I were  in  Jamaica  with  about  20  people  from  our  church.  It 
was  a mission  trip  that  I thought  would  be  adventurous  and  exciting.  I wanted  to  go  to 
share  God’s  love  with  those  who  were  sad  and  lonely  and  felt  forgotten.  I did  not  realize 
when  I left  my  home  to  go  to  Jamaica  that  I would  come  with  a totally  new  purpose  for 
my  life. 

Before  we  knew  it,  the  bus  was  pulling  into  the  yard  at  the  orphanage.  This  was 
not  a typical  orphanage.  This  is  where  all  the  babies  and  children  with  disabilities  were 
sent.  All  of  the  children  here  were  mentally  and  physically  handicapped.  The  orphanage 
had  six  cottages.  These  cottages  reminded  me  of  a rundown  summer  camp.  Each  cottage 
had  two  rooms  filled  with  cribs  or  beds  and  a room  where  the  children  would  just  sit 
around.  I believe  this  is  where  the  kids  would  eat  also.  The  bedrooms  had  closed  doors. 
When  you  went  inside,  the  smell  of  sour  milk  and  dirty  diapers  would  just  about  knock 
you  off  your  feet. 

One  room  to  the  right  had  rows  of  cribs  side  by  side  with  very  little  room  in 
between.  Most  cribs  had  a baby  in  it  wearing  a dirty  diaper  and  spit-up  on  their  clothes. 
Flies  were  everywhere.  Some  of  the  babies  could  barely  move.  This  was  the  gloomiest 
place  I had  ever  seen.  In  the  comer  of  the  room  there  was  a baby  boy  in  a crib.  His  poor 
little  deformed  body  was  up  against  the  side  of  the  rails,  and  he  did  not  move.  I just  stood 
over  him  touching  his  cheek,  and  as  I stroked  his  cheek  he  would  smile.  My  heart  was 
breaking;  I just  stood  there  for  quite  a long  time.  In  the  other  room  there  were  two  rows 
of  beds.  There  was  a little  boy  lying  in  one  of  the  beds  sleeping.  I wanted  to  hold  his  hand 
and  mb  his  back,  but  I could  not  even  reach  him.  As  we  moved  from  cottage  to  cottage 
we  distributed  toys  to  all  the  babies  and  children  that  were  able  to  play  with  the  toys. 
Cottage  after  cottage  there  were  more  and  more  children;  some  did  not  talk,  and  some  did 
not  walk. 

Then  I looked  across  the  room  and  I saw  my  daughter  Emerald.  She  was  by  one 
of  the  cribs  and  the  baby  in  that  crib  was  reaching  his  hand  out  towards  her,  and  Emerald 
with  her  own  tiny,  malformed  hands  reached  for  his  and  they  were  holding  hands.  I 
turned  to  my  friend  Dennis. 

“Dennis,”  I said,  “Look  over  there  at  Emerald  and  that  baby.”  Dennis  looked  back 
at  me  and  we  both  had  tears  in  our  eyes. 

I said,  “Can  you  imagine  what  kind  of  life  Emerald  would  have  had  if  she  was 
bom  in  a country  like  this?” 

Dennis  said,  “Thank  God  he  gave  her  to  you  in  a country  where  we  have  the 
resources  to  care  for  our  disabled.” 

We  continued  to  play  with  the  children  as  long  as  we  were  able  to.  We  cuddled 
and  hugged  them.  They  loved  to  hear  the  music  we  played,  and  they  sang  and  danced  the 
best  they  could.  We  sang  our  last  song,  and  we  were  back  on  the  bus.  Things  that  I 
witnessed  that  day  changed  me  forever. 

As  we  boarded  the  bus  that  afternoon  the  mood  was  sullen.  There  were  no  jokes 
and  no  laughing.  It  was  the  quietest  bus  ride  I’ve  ever  taken.  My  friend  Russ  was  sitting 
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in  front  of  me.  He  turned  around  and  said,  “Can  I read  you  something?” 

I said,  “Yes.” 

He  said,  “Look  here  in  Matthew  chapter  25.  This  is  what  we  have  been  doing  here 
all  week.”  As  I looked  around,  everyone  on  the  bus  was  still.  I looked  for  Emerald.  She 
was  sitting  in  the  back  of  the  bus  with  some  of  her  friends  quietly  praying.  Some  people 
were  crying,  but  there  was  a peace  in  the  air.  Then  Russ  quietly  read  to  me. 

“For  I was  hungry,  and  you  fed  me.  I was  thirsty,  and  you  gave  me  a drink.  I was 
a stranger,  and  you  invited  me  into  your  home.  I was  naked,  and  you  gave  me  clothing.  I 
was  sick,  and  you  cared  for  me.  I was  in  prison,  and  you  visited  me.  Then  these  righteous 
ones  will  reply,  ‘Lord,  when  did  we  ever  see  you  hungry  and  feed  you?  Or  thirsty  and 
give  you  something  to  drink?  Or  a stranger  and  show  you  hospitality?  Or  naked  and  give 
you  clothing?  When  did  we  ever  see  you  sick  or  in  prison,  and  visit  you?’  And  the  King 
will  tell  them,  ‘I  assure  you,  when  you  did  it  to  one  of  the  least  of  these  my  brothers  and 
sisters,  you  were  doing  it  to  me!’”  (Matthew  25:35-40). 

There  it  was.  It  was  that  moment  I realized  what  I 
wanted  to  do  with  the  rest  of  my  life.  I wanted  to  make  a 
difference.  I wanted  to  help  those  who  could  not  help 
themselves.  I decided  when  I got  home  I would  get  a job 
helping  people  with  mental  and  physical  disabilities.  I was 
going  to  help  the  weak,  defenseless,  and  lonely.  I also  decided 
to  go  back  to  school  to  get  a degree  in  human  services. 

Now,  every  day  when  I go  to  work  I know  I am  doing 
what  I am  meant  to  do.  I now  understand  my  purpose.  I get  so 

much  happiness  knowing  that  I am  living  God’s  Word.  I understand  that  what  I do  for 
those  who  need  help  is  like  I am  helping  God.  I feel  like  an  angel  on  a mission. 


Kathy  Wilson,  37,  lives  in  Plaistow,  NH,  with  her  husband  and  three  teenagers.  She  is 
working  toward  a degree  in  human  services.  She  loves  to  sing,  take  pictures,  and  work  on 
her  scrapbooks.  After  taking  Lisa  Mahoney’s  fall  2007  Basic  Writing  course,  she  claims, 
“Now,  I feel  confident  and  I believe  I can  do  anything.  ’’ 
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Look  Before  You  Leap 
by  Bryan  Montejunas 

It  was  a cool,  sunny  day  in  late  October.  I was  1 1 years  old  and  attending  the 
Bagnall  School.  I had  just  been  let  out  for  recess  and  planned  on  playing  a game  of  pick- 
up football  with  some  friends.  The  ground  had  not  frozen  yet  so  it  was  perfect  football 
weather.  I had  even  worn  my  Drew  Bledsoe  jersey  to  make  it  look  like  I was  a 
professional.  I remember  not  having  a care  in  the  world,  but  by  the  end  of  recess,  that 
would  change  drastically. 

When  I played  football  I usually  was  a receiver  while 
on  offense  and  a pass  blocker  while  on  defense.  I had  been 
having  an  exceptionally  successful  day  while  on  offense.  I had 
caught  three  touchdown  passes  in  a very  short  time.  While  on 
defense,  however,  I was  playing  horrible.  I had  allowed  two 
touchdown  passes  to  be  completed  and  had  missed  numerous 
opportunities  to  block  or  intercept  the  ball.  I was  beginning  to 
get  very  frustrated. 

I decided  to  start  taking  some  chances  while  playing 
defense.  I thought  if  I started  jumping  in  front  of  the  other 
team’s  receivers,  I would  have  a better  chance  at  blocking 
passes.  The  problem  with  this  thought  was  that  I would  have  to  time  it  right  so  that  I 
would  not  jump  directly  into  one  of  the  other  players.  I waited  in  front  of  the  line  of 
scrimmage  for  the  quarterback  to  start  the  play.  I was  going  to  be  covering  one  of  the 
other  receivers,  my  friend  John. 

“You’re  not  touching  that  ball,  Bryan!”  he  yelled  to  me. 

“Oh,  I think  I am!”  I shouted  back. 

Then,  with  a loud  grunting  noise,  the  quarterback  signaled  the  start  of  the  play.  I 
followed  John’s  movements  to  the  best  of  my  abilities  as  he  jumped  off  the  line.  I 
shadowed  his  every  move  and  saw  the  quarterback  lob  the  ball  towards  us.  “This  is  it,”  I 
thought  as  I prepared  to  jump  in  front  of  John  and  snatch  the  ball  away  from  him.  I 
readied  myself  and  leapt  into  the  air.  I had  kept  my  eye  on  the  ball  the  whole  time  and 
just  as  I was  about  to  grab  it  I was  blinded  by  an  explosion  of  blue  color  and  bright  stars. 

I had  collided  head  first  with  my  friend  John. 

I remember  nothing  for  the  next  few  seconds  and  was  unconscious.  I was 
awakened  by  a blood-curdling  scream.  I was  curious  to  who  had  let  loose  the  horrid 
shriek,  but  was  more  concerned  about  my  immediate  wellbeing.  I opened  my  eyes  but 
everything  remained  dark;  my  hands  were  covering  my  eyes.  I drew  them  away  from  my 
face  and  recoiled  in  horror.  Both  hands  were  soaked  in  my  own  blood.  I stood  up  and 
looked  around  as  the  blood  poured  from  my  forehead.  I saw  my  friend  John  being  helped 
away  from  the  fields  and  towards  the  nurse’s  office.  He  was  covering  his  mouth  with 
both  hands  and  looked  as  if  he  was  in  excruciating  pain.  The  scream  that  I had  heard 
earlier  had  no  doubt  come  from  him.  I refocused  my  attention  on  my  own  wellbeing  as 
blood  began  to  flow  into  my  eyes. 

I wiped  the  blood  away  and  started  to  make  my  way  to  the  nurse’s  office.  Most  of 
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the  people  who  were  around  me  at  the  time  of  the  accident  were  focused  on  John.  None 
of  the  other  kids  had  noticed  the  severity  of  my  injury  yet.  I managed  to  make  my  way  to 
the  back  doors  of  the  school  alone.  When  I got  to  the  doors  of  the  school,  a teacher 
intercepted  me  and  helped  me  to  my  destination.  I remember  the  other  children’s  faces  as 
I walked  by  them  in  the  hallways;  they  all  looked  horrified  at  the  amount  of  blood 
escaping  from  my  wound.  I remember  thinking  that  this  was  going  to  make  me  a pretty 
popular  student.  I arrived  at  the  nurse’s  office  and  sat  down  in  a chair  near  the  bathroom. 
My  friend  John  had  arrived  before  me  and  was  already  receiving  aid.  1 realized  how  bad 
John  was  hurt  when  I saw  him  cradling  his  upper  lip  which  seemed  to  be  hanging  on  to 
his  face  by  a thread.  He  was  heading  to  the  hospital  and  left  shortly  after  I arrived  in  the 
nurse’s  office.  After  a few  moments,  the  nurse  came  over  and  inspected  my  head. 

“Bryan,”  she  whispered,  “You’re  going  to  need  stitches,  I think.” 

I had  never  had  stitches  before  and  the  thought  of  a needle  and  thread  winding  in 
and  out  of  my  flesh  was  sickening.  I got  a chance  to  look  at  the  gash  on  my  head  in  the 
mirror  and  immediately  regretted  it.  It  was  a deep  horizontal  wound  just  below  my  hair 
line.  It  looked  like  a second  mouth  that  was  about  to  start  singing  to  me.  It  was  still 
bleeding  but  had  slowed  because  the  nurse  had  put  some  gauze  on  it.  After  what  seemed 
like  an  eternity,  my  mother  arrived.  She  told  me  that  everything  was  going  to  be  fine  and 
that  she  was  there  for  me.  I was  relieved  to  see  her  and  everything  seemed  a little  less 
terrible  after  she  was  there.  It  was  now  time  for  a long  car  ride  and  a painful  emergency 
room  visit. 

Mrs.  Witham,  the  school’s  principal  decided  to  drive  my  mother  and  I to  the 
hospital.  She  had  to  do  so  because  my  mother  had  a nasty  habit  of  fainting  at  the  sight  of 
too  much  blood.  When  we  arrived  at  the  hospital,  I was  relieved  when  I didn’t  have  to 
wait  long  in  the  emergency  room.  I was  quickly  shown  to  a small  room  nearby,  where  a 
doctor  inspected  my  wound. 

“Son,”  he  said  in  a cheery  tone,  “Don’t  be  nervous  now,  but  you’re  going  to  need 
a couple  stitches.”  He  left  to  prep  himself  for  surgery  as  a nurse  showed  me  to  the 
operating  room.  I waited  for  about  20  minutes  while  the  nurse  cleaned  around  the  wound. 
The  doctor  finally  came  in  the  room  carrying  a tray  of  needles.  My  heart  sank  at  the  sight 
of  cold  steel;  1 hated  needles.  He  came  over  to  me  and  started  poking;  four  of  the  needles 
were  antibiotics  and  four  were  painkillers.  Each  needle  felt  like  he  had  heated  it  up  to 
temperatures  normally  only  found  in  the  sun.  I cringed  and  whimpered  with  every  white- 
hot  stab.  When  it  was  finally  over  I was  sure  that  I would  surely  die  from  pain  when  the 
stitching  began.  The  doctor  leaned  over  me  once  again  and  I felt  the  needle  pierce 
through  my  flesh,  but  to  my  surprise  there  was  no  pain.  I could  feel  every  poke  and  pull 
of  the  needle  but  oddly  enough  it  didn’t  hurt.  It  was  strange  and  almost  enjoyable  in  a 
sick  way.  Blood  leaked  from  the  closing  wound  and  down  into  my  ear.  At  the  sight  of  the 
blood,  my  mother  turned  white  and  fainted  onto  the  table  next  to  me.  The  doctor  pulled 
the  last  stitch  tight  and  my  head  was  once  again  whole.  The  nurse  made  sure  to  clean  the 
area  around  the  gash  in  my  forehead  to  prevent  infection  and  to  keep  my  mother 
conscious.  It  was  finally  over,  the  nurse  gave  me  a cookie  and  some  orange  juice  to  help 
replace  the  blood  I had  lost,  and  I left  the  hospital. 
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As  we  left  the  hospital  and  started  to  head  home,  I had  a short  time  to  reflect  on 
what  had  happened  that  day.  I realized  how  foolish  it  was  when  I put  my  friend’s  safety 
in  jeopardy  just  so  I could  catch  a ball.  If  I had  let  John  catch  the  football,  the  worst  that 
would  have  happened  is  that  he  would  have  scored  a touchdown.  There  would  have  been 
no  screaming,  no  blood,  no  pain,  and  no  stitches.  I would  have  left  school  that  day  with  a 
bruised  ego,  instead  of  several  stitches  in  my  head.  I made  a decision  that  day;  I was 
going  to  start  weighing  the  risks  of  my  actions  before  I did  anything  risky. 

The  next  day  I learned  what  happened  to  John  after  he  left  the  school.  His  injuries 
were  a lot  worse  than  mine.  He  needed  an  obscene  amount  of  stitches  to  reattach  his  lip. 
John  also  had  to  travel  to  a few  different  hospitals  to  try  and  find  an  emergency  plastic 
surgeon.  We  talked  about  our  experiences  a few  days  later  when  we  returned  to  school. 
We  both  argued  about  whose  fault  it  was,  even  though  I knew  without  a doubt  that  it  was 
my  fault.  We  remained  friends  and  even  played  football  a few  more  times  again. 

I learned  a lot  from  this  experience.  I learned  to  look  before  you  leap,  literally, 
and  to  weigh  risks  before  I act.  I now  know  that  I should  have  never  put  John’s  safety  in 
jeopardy,  just  to  satisfy  my  ego.  I kept  playing  football  for  a long  time  but  eventually  had 
to  give  it  up  because  of  knee  problems.  The  lessons  I learned  that  day  have  shaped  me 
into  a better  person.  My  only  hope  is  that  if  I ever  need  to  learn  a lesson  like  that  again,  I 
can  do  it  with  less  blood  and  pain  involved. 


Bryan  Montejunas,  22,  lives  in  Groveland,  MA.  He  hopes  to  become  an  astronomer  one 
day  and  when  not  in  class  at  NECC  he  enjoys  baseball,  hiking,  and  science  fiction.  After 
taking  Basic  Writing  with  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander  in  the  spring  of 2008,  he  feels  that 
he  is  a “very  strong  writer.  ” 
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The  Talk 

by  Tom  Holloway 


It  was  April  2007,  and  I was  in  gym  class  one  day  shooting  some  hoops  with 
some  of  my  friends,  when  all  of  a sudden  I was  paged  down  to  the  assistant  principal’s 
office.  Little  did  I know  that  what  I thought  would  be  just  another  routine  visit,  just  like 
all  the  others,  would  really  be  one  that  changed  my  life. 

The  principal’s  office  was  a place  I had  become  very  familiar  with  throughout  my 
four  years  at  the  high  school.  It  was  a small  room,  with  a very  big  window  that  kept  the 
room  very  well  lit.  The  room  had  a very  positive  vibe  to  it.  There  were  degrees  from  a 
couple  different  schools  hanging  on  the  wall,  as  well  as  countless  pictures  of  students 
around  the  campus  with  big  smiles  on  their  faces,  and  a few  big  colorful  motivational 
posters  with  words  of  encouragement  all  over  them.  A person  that  had  never  visited  the 
room  more  than  likely  would  have  thought  it  was  a good  place  to  be,  but  after  many 
visits,  I dreaded  going  back. 

The  assistant  principal,  Mr.  Mead,  was  a friendly  guy.  He  had  a soft  voice.  I never 
heard  him  raise  his  voice  no  matter  how  far  the  students  tried  to  push  him.  He  was  a very 
wise  man,  with  a sarcastic  way  about  him.  Everything  he  had  to  say  made  you  giggle,  but 
left  an  impact  on  you  once  you  found  the  true  meaning  of  what  he  was  saying.  I always 
liked  Mr.  Mead;  I just  hated  the  fact  that  his  job  was  to  keep  me  out  of  trouble,  and  in  the 
classroom. 

On  my  way  down  to  the  office,  I was  thinking  to  myself,  “What  could  I possibly 
have  done  wrong  now?”  I figured  it  had  something  to  do  with  either  skipping  school, 
showing  up  late  every  day  that  week,  or  maybe  he  was  just  going  to  try  to  get  me  to  go  to 
all  my  unserved  detentions  that  had  piled  up  over  the  year.  I hadn’t  the  slightest  clue  as  to 
what  I was  in  for,  but  all  I knew  was  I couldn’t  wait  to  get  out  of  there. 

I finally  got  down  to  his  office  and  knocked  on  the  door.  “Come  in,”  he  said. 

I could  tell  by  the  tone  of  his  voice  that  he  wasn’t  just  calling  me  down  for  a 
friendly  conversation. 

“What  can  I do  for  you,  Mr.  Mead?”  I said  as  I sat  down  on  one  of  the  chairs. 

“You  can  start  making  an  effort  to  get  yourself  out  of  my  school,”  he  replied.  I 
didn’t  know  what  to  say  to  that,  so  I just  sat  there  looking  at  him  with  a smile  on  my  face. 

“Tom,  I just  don’t  understand  how  someone  who  is  so  close  to  graduating,  like 
you,  could  just  give  up  and  throw  away  everything  they  worked  for  the  last  few  years.” 

“Mr.  Mead,  I just  can’t  stand  being  in  this  building.  School  just  isn’t  for  me.  I will 
be  fine  without  a high  school  degree.” 

“Tom,  where  do  you  want  to  see  yourself  20  years  from  now?”  he  asked  me. 

“Um,  I don’t  know.  I want  to  have  a family,  a good  job,  and  live  somewhere  nice 
and  warm,  and  having  a good  amount  of  money  to  my  name,”  I answered  back. 

“Well,  that  all  sounds  good,  all  very  common  goals.  But  do  you  think  any  of  that 
is  possible  without  your  high  school  degree?  I will  tell  you  right  now  that  getting  your 
high  school  degree  is  the  best  thing  you  could  do.  It  will  make  all  those  goals  far  easier.  I 
cannot  tell  you  how  much  you  will  regret  not  graduating  high  school.  Imagine  how  it’s 
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going  to  feel  two  months  from  now  when  you’re  at  the  graduation,  and  you’re  in  the 
stands  hearing  all  your  friends’  names  being  called,  and  seeing  them  walk  down  the 
stage.  Do  you  think  that  will  be  a good  feeling?” 

At  that  point  1 did  not  really  have  anything  to  say.  I just  sat  there  and  thought 
about  everything  he  had  just  told  me.  I had  heard  all  the  “a  high  school  degree  will  make 
your  life  far  easier”  talk  before,  but  what  really  hit  me  is  everything  he  said  about 
watching  my  friends  walk  for  graduation,  as  I sat  in  the  stands.  That  made  me  think  of 
how  much  I had  been  through  with  this  group  of  kids.  It  made  me  think  of  elementary- 
and  middle-school  graduations,  and  how  the  sense  of  accomplishment  made  me  feel  as  I 
celebrated  with  friends.  This  was  something  I was  not  going  to  let  myself  miss. 

From  that  point  on,  I did  absolutely  everything  I needed  to.  I had  to  sit  down  with 
all  my  teachers  and  my  guidance  counselor,  and  they  compiled  long  lists  of  all  my 
missing  assignments  and  all  the  other  work  I had  to  do  in  order  to  pass  each  class.  I also 
had  to  get  myself  to  school  at  seven  every  morning  to  serve  half-hour  detentions  before 
the  start  of  the  school  day.  I knew  these  were  not  going  to  be  easy  tasks,  but  I could  not 
let  myself  live  with  the  guilt  of  allowing  myself  to  slip  so  far  to  not  graduate  on  time. 

Many  of  the  people  closest  to  me  in  life  were  never  really  sure  if  I would  ever 
graduate  high  school,  and  I was  even  a little  unsure  if  I even  really  wanted  to.  I was  just 
so  fed  up  with  school;  it  was  the  very  last  place  I wanted  to  be.  I had  lost  all  motivation  to 
get  myself  to  class  and  get  the  work  done.  However,  there  is  one  man,  Mr.  Mead,  and  one 
talk  changed  all  of  this.  Not  only  did  this  conversation  give  me  the  motivation  to  graduate 
high  school,  but  it  also  taught  me  a few  things,  and  gave  me  a better  perspective  on  life.  I 
learned  not  to  take  anything  for  granted.  Andover  High  School  was  a very  good  school 
that  offered  so  much  to  its  students.  I,  however,  never  really  took  advantage  of  any  of  it.  I 
now  try  to  get  all  I can  out  of  everything  and  make  sure  I see  it  for  all  it’s  worth.  It  also 
gave  me  a better  view  on  education,  and  how  important  it  is  to 
have  one.  I got  through  high  school,  but  that  no  longer  is  enough 
for  me.  I now  want  to  do  well  in  college,  and  find  a career  path  that 
I would  really  enjoy  and  help  me  achieve  all  my  goals  in  life. 

Never  did  I think  this  soft-spoken,  sarcastic  man  would 
ever  make  any  sort  of  impact  on  my  life,  but  this  one  talk  I had 
with  him  had  a big  effect  on  my  life,  and  this  effect  will  always 
remain  with  me.  Mr.  Mead  brought  me  from  an  unmotivated  high 
school  senior  that  had  very  little  goals  in  life  to  an  eager  student  that  tries  to  get  the  most 
out  of  education  and  life  itself  For  this,  I will  never  forget  this  man,  or  this  talk. 


Tom  Holloway,  18,  lives  in  Andover,  MA.  When  not  taking  classes  at  NECC,  he  enjoys 
basketball,  working  out,  listening  to  music,  and  watching  movies.  He  feels  good  about  his 
writing  after  taking  Joanna  Fortna  ’s  Basic  Writing  course  in  the  spring  of 2008. 
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Learning  and  Living  in  a Simple  Way 
by  Brenda  Morrobel 


Reading  was  not  one  of  my  favorite  hobbies;  however,  since  I started  taking 
reading  courses,  I found  an  interest  in  People  magazine.  While  I was  taking  the  course,  I 
had  to  read  articles  from  any  magazine.  I was  not  used  to  reading  magazines  and  I had  to 
do  a summary  from  a magazine’s  article.  I didn’t  have  any  magazines  in  my  house,  so  I 
asked  my  friend,  Delkis,  if  she  could  lend  me  one.  She  lent  me  People  magazine.  That 
was  the  first  time  I read  People  magazine.  From  that  day  I started  to  like  it.  People 
magazine  inspires  me  to  write,  teaches  me  new  vocabulary  words,  and  relaxes  me. 

First  of  all,  every  time  I read  any  article  from  People  magazine,  it  gives  me  an 
inspiration  to  write.  Writing  was  not  one  of  my  favorite  subjects;  however,  after  reading 
articles  from  People  magazine  I feel  more  comfortable  with  it.  When  I read  the  stories 
that  come  inside  the  magazine,  I notice  the  organization  of  the  authors  and  how  they 
develop  the  paragraphs.  Also,  I notice  the  descriptions  of  anecdotes  that  they  use.  I can 
picture  everything  that  they  describe.  I think  that  they  write  very  professional  and  I would 
love  to  write  like  they  do.  Moreover,  every  time  I have  to  write  an  essay,  I think  about  the 
articles  that  I had  read  from  People  magazine.  That  way  I feel  more  comfortable  writing 
and  it  inspires  me  to  be  professional  in  my  writing.  I remember  one  day  when  I had  to 
write  an  essay  about  the  worst  job  of  my  life.  I have  only  had  one  job  in  my  life  and  it 
wasn’t  the  worst.  I felt  uncomfortable  with  that  assignment.  When  I got  home,  I started 
reading  articles  from  People  magazine  to  see  if  I could  find  something  that  could  help  me 
with  my  assignment  and  I did.  I found  an  article  about  the  worst  jobs.  I read  it  and  my 
assignment  was  easier  than  I thought.  I was  surprised  with  the  essay  that  I wrote  and  my 
teacher  loved  it.  People  magazine  inspired  me  to  write  great  essays  and  stories  of  my  life 
that  I thought  I was  never  going  to  write.  I really  enjoy  reading  People  magazine. 

Moreover,  People  magazine  teaches  me  new  vocabulary  words  to  improve  my 
writing  and  vocabulary.  When  I write  or  talk  I love  to  use  different  or  not  common 
words.  I believe  that  reading  is  the  best  way  of  learning  new  vocabulary  words  and 
People  magazine  has  a lot  of  them.  Every  time  I read  an  article  from  People  magazine,  I 
learn  new  words.  At  all  times  when  I read  People  magazine,  I always  have  a piece  of 
paper  and  a pen  by  my  side,  so  I can  write  down  and  underline  words  that  I don’t  know. 
After  I’m  done  reading,  I take  a dictionary  to  look  up  the  meaning  of  each  of  the  words 
that  I wrote  down.  Also,  I write  down  the  definitions  of  every  word.  Then  I go  back  to  the 
article  and  read  it  again  to  make  sure  I understood  every  sentence  in  the  reading.  From 
People  magazine  I learned  words  like  seclusion  and  solace.  Seclusion  is  the  state  of  being 
alone,  and  solace  is  comfort  in  sorrow.  I never  thought  that  reading  a magazine  was  going 
to  help  me  with  my  writing  and  vocabulary.  I thought  that  I needed  to  be  in  a classroom 
learning  those  things,  but  now  I can  teach  it  to  myself  just  by  reading  a magazine. 
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Furthermore,  I never  imagined  that  reading  a magazine  was  going  to  relax  me. 
After  a long  day  of  studying  and  working,  a good  dose  of  People  magazine  is  great  for 
my  mind  and  body.  When  I go  home  after  work,  I sit  down  and  relax  in  the  most 
comfortable  sofa  in  my  house.  I put  my  feet  on  the  sofa  and  sit  back  with,  of  course. 
People  magazine  in  my  hands.  From  the  moment  I start  reading  the  front  page  I forget 
about  my  physical  and  mental  stress.  I read  everything  from  the  table  of  contents  to 
advertisements.  I love  looking  at  the  pictures  and  learning  about  fashion  from  the  artists. 
Moreover,  I remember  one  day  that  I was  really  mad  at  my  boyfriend,  Starlin,  because  he 
told  me  he  was  going  to  call  me  after  he  got  out  of  work  and  he  did  not.  I had  a lot  of 
things  going  on  in  my  mind  and  I even  had  a headache.  Instead  of  tormenting  myself  I 
decided  to  read  People  magazine  and  forgot  about  all  the  stress  that  I had.  I remember 
reading  a very  interesting  article  called  “Madness  and  Forgiveness.”  I got  so  into  the 
article  that  I forgot  about  my  anger.  After  I was  done  reading  the  magaizine,  I felt  much 
better.  The  headache  and  anger  went  away  and  my  day  was  great.  I realized  that  People 
magazine  can  do  a lot  of  great  things  in  my  life  from  relaxing  me  to  taking  my  headaches 
away. 

Even  though  People  magazine  has  given  me  a lot  of  great  things  in  my  life,  it  has 
also  affected  my  life  in  a negative  way.  Sometimes  when  I’m  concentrating  on  reading 
People  magazine,  I forget  about  important  things  that  I need  to  do.  For  example,  I forget 
about  doing  my  assignments,  sleeping,  apd  eating.  Moreover,  while  I’m  reading  I hate 
when  people  bother  me  especially  my  sister  Soranlly  who’s  16  and  my  brother  Flenry 
who’s  1 1 years  old.  Consequently,  when  I’m  reading  and  they  come  up  to  me  to  ask 
stupid  questions  I reply  to  them  rudely  which  makes  them  and  me  feel  bad.  I remember 
the  time  when  I was  really  into  an  article  of  People  magazine  and  my  little  brother  came 
up  to  me  and  asked,  “Why  are  you  reading  that  thing?” 

“Mind  your  own  business  and  leave  me  alone,”  I replied  in  a bad  way. 

“Don’t  be  mad  at  me!  I just  asked  you  something,”  he  said  and  went  away.  I felt 
bad  and  I knew  he  did,  too.  So  I went  up  to  him  and  apologized  and  told  him  not  to 
bother  me  while  I’m  reading.  What  I do  to  remember  about  the  important  things  that  I 
need  to  do  during  the  day  is  to  do  them  first  and  then  read  my  magazine.  To  avoid 
conflicts  with  my  brother  and  sister,  I just  let  them  know  that  I’m  going  to  read  before  I 
start. 

It  never  came  to  my  mind  that  reading  People  magazine  was  going  to  become  one 
of  my  favorite  hobbies.  People  magazine  has  influenced  me  by  inspiring  me  to  write. 
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teaching  me  new  vocabulary  words,  and  relaxing  me  after  a long  day  full  of  stress.  I 
really  enjoy  reading  and  learning  new  things  from  People  magazine.  After  reading  People 
I feel  like  an  active  reader.  I understand  and  remember  what  I read,  thanks  to  my  interest 
in  People  magazine. 


Brenda  Morrobel,  18,  lives  in  Lawrence,  MA.  She  is  working  toward  her  degree  in 
business  management  with  an  option  in  health  practice.  She  says  that  after  taking  Basic 
Writing  with  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander  in  the  spring  of 2008,  she  is  more  comfortable 
and  feels  like  she  can  ‘‘write  an  essay  about  anything.  ” She  also  enjoys  reading  and 
dancing. 


25 


Life  in  the  Fast  Lane 
by  Audriana  Suero 

I was  introduced  to  the  internet  when  I was  12  by  my  dad.  My  dad  knows  all 
about  computers;  he  works  with  them.  He  bought  a computer  for  my  room,  and  he  was 
showing  me  how  to  open  up  the  web  browser.  He  showed  me  a thing  or  two,  and  from 
there  on,  I knew  what  I was  doing.  As  I got  older,  I got  more  experience  with  the  internet; 

I was  always  on  it  when  I had  the  chance.  I shop  for  clothes,  pay  my  bills,  and  chat  with 
friends  on  AIM. 

One  reason  I use  the  internet  is  to  shop  online.  It  is  more  convenient  for  me  to 
shop  online.  I can  buy  20  things  with  just  one  click.  It  makes  it  so  much  easier  to  look  at 
clothes  20  at  a time  instead  of  going  through  them  one  by  one  at  the  mall.  I will  never 
forget  how  there  was  this  time  I stayed  up  until  four  in  the  morning 
browsing  through  the  internet;  I was  buying  clothes  and  chatting. 

Shopping  online  is  just  a quicker  way  for  me  to  get  things  done 
without  having  to  drive  and  waste  gas,  and  I can  shop  when  I want 
to.  I don’t  have  to  worry  about  the  store  closing  since  the  internet 
doesn’t  close  at  all.  Also,  you  get  good  deals  online.  There  was  this 
time  when  I went  to  the  mall  into  Wet  Seal  to  buy  a pair  of  jeans  I 
really  wanted.  I was  looking  for  a size  nine,  since  that’s  my  size  in  jeans,  and  I couldn’t 
find  any.  I was  so  upset  because  I truly  loved  the  color  and  the  style  of  the  jeans.  I was 
with  my  friend  Armani  and  she  had  said  to  me,  “Why  don’t  you  just  go  to  their  website 
and  see  if  they  have  the  same  jeans  in  your  size?” 

I replied  instantly,  “That’s  a great  idea!” 

When  I got  home  the  first  thing  I did  was  go  online.  I went  on  www.wetseal.com. 

I went  to  the  jeans  section  and  the  first  pair  of  jeans  I saw  was  the  pair  I wanted.  Then  I 
looked  to  see  if  they  had  my  size,  and  they  did!  Then  I looked  at  the  price  and  they  were 
on  sale  for  15  dollars,  while  at  the  store  they  were  30. 1 was  so  excited  as  I got  to  get  the 
jeans  I wanted  and  at  half  price. 

Not  only  do  I shop  online,  but  I also  use  the  internet  for  paying  bills.  Paying  my 
bills  used  to  be  a struggle.  I was  always  looking  for  an  envelope,  running  to  the  store  to 
buy  a stamp,  and  making  sure  I mailed  it  on  time.  But  with  online  banking  it’s  as  easy  as 
1,  2,  3. 1 don’t  need  to  worry  about  spending  money  on  stamps  or  envelopes.  I can  send  it 
when  it’s  convenient  for  me  and  it’ll  get  there  on  time.  One  time  in  March  of  2008,  my 
Macy’s  bill  was  due  in  three  days.  I had  completely  forgotten  about  it.  I thought  to  myself 
if  I mail  it,  most  likely  it  won’t  get  there  on  time,  but  then  I thought  I have  online 
banking!  I went  online  and  paid  my  bill.  It  let  me  know  when  it  would  get  there,  which 
was  in  two  days.  My  heart  relaxed  and  I was  grateful  to  know  I wasn’t  going  to  be 
charged  a late  fee  for  not  getting  my  bill  paid  on  time. 

Finally,  the  internet  helps  me  keep  in  touch  with  my  friends.  When  I can’t  reach 
my  friends  on  their  house  phones  or  cell  phones,  I just  go  online  to  see  if  they  are  on 
AIM.  AIM  is  a website  where  you  can  chat  with  your  friends  no  matter  where  they  are.  I 
get  to  chat  with  as  many  of  my  friends  that  I want  to  all  at  the  same  time.  I don’t  need  to 
worry  about  going  over  my  minutes  or  having  my  brother  begging  me  to  get  off  the  house 
phone.  One  day  I was  just  thinking  how  I hadn’t  talked  to  my  friend,  Nikki,  in  a long 
time.  I picked  up  the  phone  to  call  her,  but  then  I thought,  “I  don’t  have  her  number.”  I 
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signed  on  to  my  AIM,  and  I saw  that  she  was  on.  I clicked  on  her  name  to  start  a 
conversation  with  her.  We  started  talking.  I ended  up  finding  out  that  she  was  pregnant 
and  that  her  mother  had  passed  away.  I was  in  shock.  I had  missed  out  on  a lot.  At  the 
end  of  our  conversation  she  invited  me  to  her  baby  shower.  If  it  wasn’t  for  the  internet  I 
would  have  never  gotten  in  contact  with  her. 

There  are  a lot  of  benefits  you  can  get  from  the  internet,  but  there  is  also 
negativity  from  the  internet.  There  were  times  that  I would  sit  down  to  do  homework  on 
the  computer  and  the  first  thing  I did  was  open  the  web  browser.  Next  thing  I knew  it  was 
late  and  I needed  to  go  to  bed  to  wake  up  early  for  work  the  next  day.  I forgot  about  the 
important  things  and  I just  wasted  my  entire  time  sitting  in  front  of  the  computer.  Also  it 
has  turned  me  into  a lazy  person.  I don’t  go  walking  to  the  post  office,  I don’t  go  visit  my 
friends  and  hang  out,  and  I don’t  get  up  and  go  shopping  to  the  mall.  I just  eat  and  sit 
browsing  through  the  internet  all  day. 

Although  the  internet  has  its  negatives,  I feel  that  we  do  need  it  in  our  lives.  It  just 
makes  everything  go  quicker  like  being  able  to  go  shopping  at  the  last  minute,  pay  your 
bills,  and  catch  up  with  your  friends’  lives  on  AIM.  When  I’m  online,  time  just  flies  by  so 
quickly  and  I don’t  even  notice.  The  internet  is  my  life.  I don’t  know  what  I would  do 
without  it.  It  revolves  around  my  everyday  life.  Imagine  life  without  the  internet.  On  the 
internet  you  can  do  everything  quickly.  It’s  like  living  life  in  the  fast  lane.  What  would  it 
be  like?  I just  feel  that  we  can’t  forget  what’s  important  and  that  being  healthy  and 
exercising  shouldn’t  be  forgotten  either. 


Audriana  Suero,  18,  lives  in  North  Andover,  MA.  She  is  pursuing  a degree  in  accounting 
and  after  taking  Lisa  Mahoney’s  fall  2007  Basic  Writing  course,  she  claims  “1  like 
[writing]  because  I now  understand  how  it’s  done.  ” In  her  spare  time  she  enjoys 
dancing. 
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My  Oasis 
by  Tina  Valentin 

There  are  many  reasons  people  listen  to  the  radio.  For  some,  listening  to  the  radio 
provides  amusement  and  laughter,  such  as  listening  to  the  Ramiro  and  Pebbles  morning 
show  on  JAMN  94.5.  On  this  show,  they  air  prank  calls,  report  celebrity  and  music 
gossip,  and  play  hip  hop  music.  Others  may  want  to  take  in  more  hardcore  news  and  hear 
about  current  events  in  politics  and  economics.  WTKK  96.6  is  a talk  radio  station  that 
provides  such  material.  Another  reason  one  may  turn  the  dial  of  a radio  is  to  listen  to 
music.  Music  has  different  effects  on  people  and  impacts  everyone  in  some  way.  I find 
myself  using  the  radio  more  often  as  compared  to  other  forms  of  media  for  these  reasons: 
it  provides  me  with  comic  relief,  insights  into  news  and  politics,  and  a sense  of  tranquility 
to  keep  myself  focused. 

First  thing  in  the  morning,  I turn  on  the  radio  to  start  my  day  off  laughing.  While 
driving  to  work,  I put  the  station  to  channel  94.5  to  catch  the  Ramiro  and  Pebbles  show.  It 
is  the  only  hip  hop  morning  show  in  Boston.  Usually,  the  first  piece  I hear  is  the  “Jam 
Scam,”  which  is  a prank  call  that  Ramiro  makes  to  unsuspecting  people.  I can  recall  one 
phone  call  he  made  to  a man  who  was  getting  personal  training  sessions  at  a gym.  During 
the  conversation,  Ramiro  pretended  to  be  the  personal  trainer’s  boss,  and  he  let  it  be 
known  that  complaints  were  being  received  about  the  man’s  body  odor  during  workouts. 
Ramiro  suggested  to  the  unaware  target  that  showers  should  be  taken  immediately  prior 
to  each  session.  Of  course,  anyone  would  be  offended  by  these  comments,  so  the  man 
went  off  on  Ramiro,  threatening  to  cancel  his  membership.  After  he  goes  on  his  tirade, 
Ramiro  lets  him  know  the  phone  call  is  just  a Jam  Scam.  At  that  point,  the  person  getting 
hoaxed  is  a bit  embarrassed,  yet  relieved  to  find  out  it  was  just  a prank.  Other  segments 
of  the  show  give  account  on  the  latest  celebrity  gossip  in  Pebbles ’s  Entertainment  Update 
and  the  hottest  music  buzz  with  Melissa’s  Music  Minute.  On  the  top  of  every  hour,  a 
rapper  named  Acrobatik  rewinds  on  anything  that  went  on  in  the  sports  world  with  a rap 
called  the  Sports  Rap-Up.  His  segment  is  always  very  witty,  and  to  do  all  that  while 
rapping  is  brilliant.  They  also  have  artists  or  actors  come  into  the  studio  or  call  during  the 
show.  One  morning,  Ashanti,  a singer,  came  into  the  studio  for  an  interview.  She  was  in 
town  to  sing  in  the  seventh-inning  stretch  for  the  opening  game  in  the  World  Series  later 
that  night.  With  all  these  components,  this  show  definitely  helps  me  get  through  my 
morning. 

Having  the  radio  to  listen  to  at  work  also  provides  me  with  insight  and  raises  my 
consciousness.  For  this,  I change  the  tuner  to  96.9,  the  talk  station  where  I get  the  news 
and  opinions  on  important  issues,  such  as  the  presidential  race  and  local  topics  that  affect 
the  community.  On  this  station  I get  different  perspectives  from  liberal  and  conservative 
points  of  view.  Throughout  the  day,  different  talk  show  hosts  come  on  the  air  and  each 
has  his  or  her  own  agenda  of  subject  matter,  along  with  opinions  on  each  topic.  I might 
not  always  agree  with  some  of  the  opinions  felt,  but  I always  like  to  take  in  different 
aspects  of  a story.  Other  topics  that  are  often  discussed  are  crime  in  the  inner  cities  of 
Boston  and  the  war  in  Iraq.  Along  with  the  news,  traffic  and  weather  are  reported  on  the 
hour.  This  is  the  station  I listen  to  get  my  daily  dose  of  knowledge  and  exercise  my  brain. 

I also  listen  to  the  radio  to  listen  to  music  for  relaxation.  There  is  no  particular 
station  I put  on  to  enjoy  music.  I listen  to  all  kinds  of  music  from  rock,  rap,  hip  hop,  pop. 
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and  I even  enjoy  turning  on  the  oldies  station  once  in  a while.  My  mood  dictates  what 
music  is  in  my  headphones.  My  co-workers  think  I am  crazy  when  they  hear  me  singing 
aloud  to  myself.  My  day  can  be  hectic  at  times  because  my  cubicle  is  in  an  aisle  where  on 
the  left  and  right  of  me  are  customer  service  representatives,  who  are  constantly 
answering  phone  calls.  I find  that  during  certain  parts  of  the  day  the  noise  volume  gets  to 
be  very  loud  and  distracting.  Sometimes  there  are  so  many  voices  talking  at  once,  it 
becomes  difficult  concentrating  on  my  work  so  I put  on  the  music  and  turn  it  up.  It 
redirects  my  focus,  and  I am  oblivious  to  my  chaotic  surroundings. 

Radio  has  definitely  affected  me  in  many  ways.  I think  it  causes  me  to  talk,  act, 
and  think  the  way  I do.  It  molds,  not  just  mine,  but  all  the  lifestyles  of  people  who  listen 
to  radio.  Whether  it  is  the  music,  the  opinions,  or  the  jokes  that  one  hears,  radio  will  have 
an  influence  on  a person’s  style,  attitude,  and/or  mood.  To  me,  this  medium  is  a form  of 
entertainment,  source  of  information,  and  is  an  escape  from  reality  through  music.  It 
allows  me  to  get  through  my  day  without  always  glancing  at  the  clock.  I do  not  know 
how  I would  survive  the  daily  grind  of  the  work  week  without  it. 


Tina  Valentin,  22,  lives  in  Lawrence,  MA.  She  is  working  toward  obtaining  her  business 
management  degree  with  an  option  in  healthcare  practice.  She  enjoys  staying  active  by 
running,  and  in  her  spare  time  she  loves  to  watch  Heroes.  After  taking  Patricia 
ScannelTs  fall  2007  Basic  Writing  course,  she  feels  that  her  “writing  skills  are  sharper 
than  before... with  more  fluidity  and  coherence.  ” 
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Dear  Basic  Writer: 


We  are  writing  to  you  to  give  you  some  advice  on  how  to  succeed  in  your  Basic 
Writing  class.  We  are  in  our  fifteenth  week  of  class.  We  learned  how  to  have  the 
courage  to  apply  all  the  skills  we  have  learned  to  be  better  writers,  how  important  it 
is  to  attend  all  classes,  and  to  utilize  the  Writing  Center  as  often  as  we  needed  to. 

When  we  came  to  our  first  class,  we  didn’t  have  the  confidence  in  our  writing 
abilities.  What  we  found  helped  us  to  gain  the  confidence  was  to  always  apply  the 
writing  process  that  we  learned  for  each  paper  written.  In  the  writing  process,  we 
learned  how  to  prewrite  and  plan  out  what  ideas  we  would  have  for  our  first  draft, 
such  as  clustering  and  blocking.  This  skill  will  help  you  come  up  with  ideas  for  your 
paper,  which  leads  you  to  writing  your  first  draft.  Once  this  is  completed  the  teacher 
looks  over  your  paper  and  adds  comments,  which  helps  you  to  make  changes  and  add 
more  details.  This  is  called  revising.  Another  important  skill  we  learned  was  how  to 
edit  our  papers  by  proofreading,  which  could  include  reading  the  paper  backwards 
and  out  loud.  Once  we  applied  all  the  strategies  we  learned,  it  gave  us  the  confidence 
to  write  stronger  papers. 

We  both  missed  one  to  two  classes  and  found  that  by  missing  them,  we  missed 
the  in-class  workshops.  We  both  felt  that  when  we  did  miss  a class,  it  put  us  behind. 
When  missing  a class,  we  felt  anxious  about  how  we  would  catch  up  on  the  work. 
Workshops  are  when  the  teacher  explains  the  skills  you  need  to  apply  for  the  paper. 

It  will  also  give  you  options  on  ways  to  write  your  paper,  providing  you  with 
different  processes  to  take  when  writing.  This  will  help  you  in  brainstorming  for 
ideas  for  the  papers.  In  the  workshops  you  will  have  the  opportunity  to  work  with 
your  peers.  They  will  also  read  your  papers  and  give  you  feedback  on  what  they 
thought.  For  example,  in  one  workshop,  we  worked  in  groups  and  brainstormed  on 
how  to  explain  the  difference  between  editing  and  revising  a paper. 

In  our  opinion,  you  should  always  utilize  the  Writing  Center.  We  both  found 
that  by  doing  this  it  has  made  us  more  powerful  writers.  Also,  we  learned  not  to  take 
what  advice  they  give  us  as  a negative  but  as  a positive  way  to  make  our  papers 
stronger.  When  you  go  to  the  Writing  Center,  you  will  learn  proper  grammar,  proper 
forms  for  paragraphs,  and  how  to  have  complete  sentences.  For  instance,  when  we 
were  writing  our  opinion  papers  we  found  it  difficult.  After  going  to  the  Writing 
Center,  we  realized  that  the  paper  we  wrote  was  more  of  an  informative  paper  instead 
of  an  opinion  paper.  She  read  the  paper  and  helped  me  revise  it  properly.  We  have 
realized  that  it  is  very  important  to  utilize  the  Writing  Center,  and  to  do  it  often. 

We  hope  that  you  take  our  advice  in  becoming  a stronger  writer.  Use  the 
writing  process  wisely,  don’t  miss  classes  and  fall  behind,  and  go  to  the  Writing 
Center  as  often  as  you  need.  Don’t  let  the  course  intimidate  you.  Once  you  have 
completed  this  course,  you  will  have  the  skills  you  need  to  go  into  English  Comp  I. 

Enjoy  and  good  luck, 

Danielle  & Jeanne 


Country  Fan?  I Am! 
by  Katelyn  Emmith 

I have  listened  to  country  music  ever  since  I was  a (^Id.  It  was  always  playing  in 
the  background  while  my  dad  cooked  breakfast  on  Saturday  mornings  and  whenever  I 
rode  in  his  truck.  Country  became  more  than  just  a song  on  the  radio  in  the  summer  of 
2000.  My  mom  had  planned  horse-riding  camp  for  my  older  sister,  Kim.  Carrie,  my  other 
sister,  and  I weren’t  interested,  so  we  hung  out  while  they  were  gone,  reading  on  the 
couch  together  and  watching  music  videos  on  CMT  (Country  Music  Television).  Our 
favorite  videos  were  “Young”  by  Kenny  Chesney,  “I  Breathe  In,  I Breathe  Out”  by  Chris 
Cagle,  and  “Who  I Am”  by  Jessica  Andrews.  By  the  end  of  the  summer,  I was  hooked, 
not  only  to  the  videos  but  also  to  the  artists,  their  voices,  and  the  instruments.  This  was 
around  the  time  when  “country  wasn’t  cool,”  so  I would  hide  my  country  obsession  from 
my  friends.  I was  so  excited  when  I went  to  get  my  hair  cut  and  country  music  was 
playing.  I knew  I was  in  the  company  of  another  fan.  Country  musie  is  more  popular 
now,  but  it  is  still  fun  meeting  another  country  fan.  Country  music  influences  me  because 
of  the  story  it  tells,  the  entertainment  it  offers,  and  the  sounds  that  fill  the  silence. 

Country  music  is  about  real  people  and  real-life  stories.  There  are  fimny  songs, 
love  songs,  songs  about  heartbreak,  and  songs  that  make  you  cry.  I still  cry  every  time  I 
listen  to  “The  Other  Little  Soldier”  by  Josh  Gracin.  “It  was  the  first  time  he’d  ever  seen/ 

A flag  from  up  that  close/  And  he  watched  them  as  they  folded  it/  So  careful  and  so  slow/ 
As  they  gave  it  to  his  mother/  He  knew  what  he  should  do/  He  raised  his  little  hand/  And 
gave  his  dad  one  last  salute.”  I laughed  and  thought  of  my  dad  the  first  time  I heard 
“Cleaning  This  Gun  (Come  on  in  Boy)”  by  Rodney  Atkins.  I can  see  my  dad  saying, 
“Come  on  in,  boy,  sit  on  down/  And  tell  me  ’bout  yourself/  So  you  like  my  daughter,  do 
you  now?/  Yeah,  we  think  she’s  something  else/  She’s  her  daddy’s  girl  and  her  mama’s 
world/  She  deserves  respect,  that’s  what  she’ll  get,  ain’t  it  son?/  Now  y’all  run  along  and 
have  some  fun/  I’ll  see  you  when  you  get  back/  Bet  I’ll  be  up  all  night/  Still  cleaning  this 
gun.”  He  agreed  with  the  lyrics  when  I played  them  for  him.  Being  the  hopeless  romantic 
that  I am,  there  are  too  many  love  songs  to  have  a favorite,  but  “Love  Is  Never-Ending” 
by  Brad  Paisley  comes  close.  He  sings,  “Seasons  come  and  seasons  go/  One  day  sun,  the 
next  day  snow/  Flowers  die  and  flowers  grow/  But  love  is  never-ending/  You  can’t  kill  it 
with  goodbye/  It  always  finds  a place  to  hide/  Inside  your  heart  for  your  whole  life/  Love 
is  never-ending.” 

Country  music  is  also  very  entertaining.  Some  of  the  songs  are  just  plain  funny, 
for  example,  “Backwards”  by  Rascal  Flatts.  It  describes  a down-and-out  man  telling  what 
happens  when  you  play  a country  song  backwards:  “Ya  get  your  dog  back/  Ya  get  your 
best  friend  Jack  back/  Ya  get  your  hair  back/  Ya  get  your  mind  back/  Ya  get  your  nerves 
back/  You  get  to  go  back  where  you  don’t  know  her/  It  sounds  a little  crazy/  A little 
scattered  and  absurd/  But  that’s  what  you  get  when  you  play  a country  song  backwards.” 
It  is  a very  funny  commentary  on  the  reputation  that  country  music  only  tells  of  sadness, 
loss,  and  heartbreak.  I played  it  for  my  dad  who  had  to  play  it  for  his  friend  Joe,  who 
hates  country  music.  Joe  got  a kick  out  of  it  and  said  it  is  true. 

Another  way  country  music  entertains  me  is  by  the  beat  of  the  music,  which  is 
catchy  and  varies  from  slow-moving  ballads  to  foot  stomping.  My  favorite  instruments  to 
listen  for  are  the  fiddle  and  the  piano.  I am  amazed  that  someone  can  play  the  fiddle  so 
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fast,  especially  in  “The  Devil  Went  Down  to  Georgia”  by  Charlie  Daniels.  I wish  I was 
able  to  play  the  piano  like  Phil  Vassar,  also  known  as  the  “piano  man  of  country  music.” 
The  best  way  for  country  music  to  be  entertaining  is  to  attend  a concert.  I have  attended 
the  New  England  Country  Music  Festival  for  the  last  three  years,  Tim  McGraw  once  and 
the  Soul2Soul  tour  with  Faith  Hill  and  Tim  McGraw  twice,  Dierks  Bentley,  and  Rascal 
Flatts.  I have  tickets  for  the  upcoming  Rascal  Flatts  concert  in  January  2008.  My  favorite 
music  moment  during  a concert  came  while  Tim  McGraw  sang  “Live  Like  You  Were 
Dying”  at  the  Soul2Soul  2007  tour.  As  he  sang,  everyone  in  the  sold-out  arena  was 
belting  out  the  song.  The  powerful  song  was  amplified  and  seemed  to  have  greater 
meaning  to  each  individual  present.  Often  at  concerts  there  are  opportunities  to  meet  with 
the  artists.  Many  country  artists  care  about  their  fans  and  spend  hours  signing  autographs 
after  concerts.  Eric  Church,  who  was  Rascal  Flatts’ s opening  act  last  year,  stayed  after 
the  concert  until  every  fan  in  line  was  able  to  see  him. 

For  some  people,  silence  is  calm  and  peaceful,  but  for  me  silence  is  empty.  I don’t 
like  the  silence;  I must  have  music  playing.  I always  have  it  on;  if  anyone  turns  it  off,  my 
iPod  takes  over.  Although  I may  be  focused  on  other  things,  I know  exactly  which  song  is 
playing.  All  I need  to  hear  is  the  first  few  chords  of  music  and  I know  the  name  of  the 
song  and  the  artist.  Should  a new  song  start  to  play,  only  a few  lyrics  need  to  be  sung 
before  I know  the  artist.  I time  my  life  by  music.  I know  exactly  how  many  songs  it  takes 
to  get  to  the  grocery  store  (2.5),  to  school  (6),  to  my  grandmother’s  house  (5),  and  to 
church  (2.5).  Every  night  while  I fall  asleep,  the  music  is  playing  from  my  iHome.  The 
two  songs  I have  playing  most  often  right  now  are  “Happy  Ending”  by  Sugarland  and 
“This  Is  Me”  by  Faith  Hill.  “Happy  Ending”  fills  the  silence  with  “Cowboys  ride  into 
sunsets/  The  good  guy  always  gets  the  girl/  Cinderella  has  just  fit/  The  glass  slipper  that 
changed  her  world/  We  all  know  the  stories/  We  all  know  the  fairy  tales/  From  the 
beginning/  We’re  all  looking  for  a happy  ending/  It’s  why  we  sit  at  the  movies/  All  the 
way  to  the  closing  scene.” 

Music  is  not  part  of  my  life;  it  is  my  life.  It  is  as 
important  as  my  heart  beating  and  my  lungs  breathing.  I must 
have  music  playing.  My  favorite  days  are  when  I can  curl  up 
on  the  couch  with  a book  and  listen  to  my  country  music 
playing.  Over  the  summer,  I shared  some  country  songs  with 
my  cousin,  Jess.  She  is  now  a country  fan,  and  I share  my 
favorite  songs  with  her.  Recently,  I made  a CD  for  Jess  and 
later  found  out  she  shared  it  with  her  friend.  I am  glad  to  know 
that  country  music  is  being  spread  to  new  fans.  I know  I will 
always  be  sharing  my  love  of  country  music  with  others. 


Katelyn  Emmith,  18,  lives  in  Rowley,  MA,  with  her  mother,  oldest  sister,  three  dogs,  and 
three  cats.  She  is  a history  major  who  enjoys  reading,  cooking,  and  watching  the  Red 
Sox.  Since  taking  Wendy  Leeman ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  fall  of 2007,  Katelyn  has 
discovered  that,  “ Writing  is  not  my  favorite  thing  to  do,  but  now  I know  I can.  ” 


32 


Musica  Caliente* 
by  Dora  Osorio 


There  are  different  types  of  music  such  as  reggae,  blues,  merengue,  vallenato, 
bachata,  country,  and  salsa.  Music  creates  a positive  influence  in  my  life,  especially  salsa. 
Salsa  has  its  origins  in  Cuban  music,  but  Puerto  Ricans  were  the  ones  who  gave  it  its 
popularity.  The  sounds  of  salsa  are  very  strong,  and  it  is  played  with  instruments  such  as 
percussion  (cueros)  and  wind  instruments  of  metal  (piano).  Salsa  is  important  in  my  life 
because  of  the  meaning  of  its  songs,  the  way  it  is  danced,  and  the  way  in  which  it  brings 
many  cultures  together. 

First,  salsa  songs  have  very  different  meanings  that  generally  uplift  my  mood. 
When  I feel  sad,  salsa  makes  me  change  my  mood.  It  makes  me  remember  places, 
moments,  and  people  that  are  important  in  my  life.  Salsa  songs’  meanings  are  very 
special  because  it  brings  back  memories.  For  example,  I went  to  a concert  a couple  of 
months  ago  of  one  of  the  salsa  singers,  Gilberto  Santa  Rosa,  and  he  sang 
‘Vivir  Sin  Ella”  (“Living  Without  Her”).  I really  enjoy  the  meaning 
of  this  song  when  he  sings,  “Vivir  sin  ella  es  estar  encadenado  a ese 
que  yo  amo/  Es  temerle  a la  soledad/  Vivir  sin  ella  es  rendirse  a 
cada  instante/  Es  caer  y por  ella  comenzar.”  This  means,  “Living 
without  her  is  to  be  chained  to  that  body  that  I love/  Is  fear 
loneliness/  Living  without  her  is  surrendering  to  every  moment/  It  is 
fall,  is  lifted  and  starts  over  her.”  This  song  reminds  me  of  the  time 
before  I came  to  this  country  when  my  ex-boyfriend  dedicated  this  song  to  me.  He 
wanted  to  express  to  me  with  this  song  how  much  he  would  miss  me  during  all  the  time  I 
would  be  away.  The  memories  I have  with  my  ex-boyfriend  are  irreplaceable  and 
unforgettable  for  me.  I really  enjoy  the  meaning  of  salsa  songs  because  it  transmits  me  to 
other  worlds  and  makes  me  share  all  this  enjoyment  with  everyone  who  listens  to  salsa. 

Second,  salsa  is  so  contagious  that  no  one  can  resist  dancing  or  moving.  Salsa  can 
increase  the  adrenaline  of  anyone.  When  I dance  salsa,  I discover  the  meaning  that  this 
rhythm  has  in  my  life.  I enjoy  dancing  salsa  because  its  songs  are  so  uplifting  that  I 
immediately  become  happy  and  express  it  through  the  movement  of  my  body.  I enjoy 
seeing  other  people  dance  because  it  lets  me  know  that  I am  not  the  only  one  who  enjoys 
salsa  in  this  way.  It  is  very  amazing  to  see  how  people  enjoy  salsa  when  they  move.  If 
you  see  people  dance,  you  can  see  their  happiness  through  the  movement  of  their  bodies. 
For  example,  Cali  (Colombia)  is  one  of  the  most  important  cities  of  salsa  in  my  country.  I 
was  there  on  my  last  vacation  to  Colombia,  and  I had  the  opportunity  to  go  to  a salsa 
contest.  It  is  spectacular  to  see  a man  and  a woman  take  turns  showing  off  their  skills, 
competing  against  each  other.  Salsa  dancing  is  so  contagious  that  it  becomes  one  of  the 
ways  in  which  people  can  increase  their  adrenaline  to  a point  where  they  are  so  happy 
you  can  actually  see  it  through  their  movements. 

Third,  salsa  has  an  amazing  ability  to  bring  cultures  together.  Many  Latin  cultures 
listen  to  salsa  and  it  allows  people  to  be  able  to  interact  at  night  clubs  or  lounges.  For 
example.  La  Fania  is  a Latin  club  that  mostly  plays  salsa  music.  At  this  night  club,  people 
from  many  different  cultures  go  to  learn  how  to  dance  salsa.  Between  9:00  p.m.  and 
10:00  p.m.,  there  is  a teacher  who  shows  everyone  some  of  the  basic  steps  for  dancing 
salsa.  After  10:00  p.m.,  the  club  plays  its  usual  music.  Most  of  the  people  who  go  to  this 
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club  are  Dominicans,  Puerto  Ricans,  Colombians,  Venezuelans,  Americans,  and  many 
other  types  of  nationalities.  Everyone  feels  very  close  to  each  other  because  they  are  all 
familiar  with  the  type  of  music  and  it  makes  them  feel  as  if  they  were  all  part  of  only  one 
culture.  Having  the  opportunity  to  teach  Americans  and  other  people  from  other 
nationalities  that  do  not  have  salsa  music  as  part  of  their  culture  makes  everyone  feel 
even  closer  since  we  are  expanding  our  culture. 

Salsa  not  only  is  amazing  because  of  the  meaning  of  its  songs,  the  way  it  is 
danced,  and  the  way  in  which  it  brings  many  cultures  together,  but  also  it  is  extremely 
diverse  in  the  way  it  transports  me  to  different  parts  of  my  life.  Salsa  describes  a unique 
style  of  music  that  requires  the  dancer  to  mix  and  match  the  steps  and  movements  to  the 
music.  With  salsa  I can  feel  love,  happiness,  and  a way  of  feeling  that  I am  alive.  All  of 
these  complements  put  together  are  what  makes  salsa  important  in  my  life. 

*Hot  Music 


Dora  Osorio,  28,  lives  in  Methuen,  MA,  and  took  Basic  Writing  with  Patricia  Scanned 
during  the  fall  of 2007.  She  loves  to  read  and  travel.  Dora  works  as  a medical  assistant 
and  plans  to  become  a nurse.  Another  goal  she  has  is  “to  keep  developing  my  skills  due 
to  my  English  is  a second  language.  ” 
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How  to  Customize  Your  Memories 
by  Barbara  Morin 

Scrap  booking  can  be  fun  but  time  consuming.  There  are  many  different  ways  for 
design  and  layout  of  your  pictures.  I will  take  you  through  a fast  formula  approach  which 
will  help  with  page  completion.  One  page  will  only  take  you  around  30  minutes.  You’ll 
find  this  approach  fun  and  rewarding.  I started  out  with  this  approach  about  four  years 
ago.  Since  then  I have  gone  on  to  complete  many  albums  and  countless  pages.  Each  and 
every  page  is  entirely  different.  I have  gotten  many  compliments  on  pages  I have 
customized.  If  you  want  to  learn  my  fast  approach  to  putting  your  lasting  memories 
together  in  a scrap  book,  read  on. 

To  begin,  you  will  want  to  gather  materials.  This  will  help  you  stay  organized. 
Everything  you  need  will  be  right  there  in  front  of  you.  You  should  have  your  pictures, 
paper,  stickers,  speed  tools,  pens,  and,  of  course,  the  page  you  want  to  work  on.  I usually 
get  a lot  of  my  materials  from  my  Creative  Memories  consultant.  A cheaper,  quicker  way 
would  be  to  go  to  any  craft  store  or  even  Wal-Mart.  They  will  have  everything  you  need 
there.  You  just  need  to  make  sure  the  paper  is  acid  free  and  lignin  free.  This  paper  will 
help  protect  your  photos  for  the  future.  Also,  sometimes  people  save  tickets  from  an 
event  or  an  invitation  and  put  those  in  their  albums,  so  make  sure  you  have  all 
memorabilia  handy.  I would  keep  it  to  five  to  seven  pictures  per  page.  This  allows  room 
for  paper  and  stickers.  Also,  your  page  won’t  be  too  crowded. 

The  second  thing  I would  do  is  pick  up  your  five  to  seven  pictures.  You  can  set 
extras  aside  and  use  in  future  albums.  When  looking  at  your  photos  I would  pick  a color 
from  the  pictures  you  want  to  enhance  that  goes  with  the  theme.  There  are  many  different 
shades  to  one  color.  I would  pick  a color  that’s  not  predominant.  You  want  to  choose  a 
color  that  you  want  to  pull  out  of  the  photos.  For  example,  one  of  my  pages  from  one  of 
my  father’s  birthdays  had  a lot  of  white  and  dark  blue  in  the  photos.  In  each  of  the  photos 
there  was  a blanket  on  the  back  of  the  couch  that  had  a light  pink  color  in  it.  So  in  one  of 
the  photos,  I put  pink  paper  as  a background.  That  brought  out  that  little  hint  of  pink  in 
the  blanket.  Match  your  color  to  the  photos  and  set  aside.  You  should  also  take  out 
stickers  you  think  you  might  use  and  set  them  aside.  This  will  help  you  stay  organized. 
Have  a plan  before  you  crop. 

Next  you  can  cut  your  photos  and  paper.  Here  I would  use  your  speed  tools  like 
the  personal  trimmer,  corner  rounder,  and  custom  cutting  system.  This  will  save  you  time 
and  effort.  I would  pick  one  or  two  photos  that  you  want  to  enhance  and  crop  those  as 
circles  or  ovals.  This  is  very  simple.  I usually  pick  my  favorite  one  or  two  photos  to  crop. 
This  way  they  stand  out  from  the  rest,  being  a different  shape.  Trim  the  rest  by  leaving 
them  square  or  use  the  corner  rounder  and  move  onto  paper.  The  pre-cut  strips, 
rectangles,  and  triangles  are  another  speed  tool  to  save  the  time  it  takes  to  cut  mats  for 
photos  out  of  mounting  paper.  Just  tuck  them  behind  one  or  two  photos  on  your  page,  and 
you  will  have  the  color  enhancement  you  need. 

Now  you  can  prepare  everything  before  you  tape  it  down.  If  there  is  paper  that  is 
going  to  back  a photo,  you  may  tape  it  now.  At  this  time  I would  arrange  everything  on 
the  page.  Make  sure  your  photos  and  paper  fit.  Also,  make  sure  you  have  room  for 
stickers  and  journaling.  I like  to  arrange  everything  on  the  page  before  actually  taping  it 
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dowTi.  That  way  if  you  need  to  make  any  adjustments  now  you  can.  Once  you  tape  it 
down,  it’s  there  to  stay. 

Finally,  you  can  tape  it  all  down.  Here  I like  to  start  from  the  outside  of  the  page 
and  work  my  way  to  the  center.  Just  in  case  anything  goes  over  something  then  you 
won’t  be  stuck.  I would  start  with  the  big  stuff  then  work  your  way  to  the  decorative 
things.  I would  do  paper,  photos,  memorabilia,  and  then  stickers  last.  Don’t  forget  to 
leave  room  for  journaling! 

Last,  but  not  least,  is  journaling.  This  is  very  important  to  add  to  a page.  Words 
add  meaning  to  your  photo  album.  “Who,  What,  Where,  When”  journaling  gets  the  job 
done.  It’s  better  for  people  to  read  as  they  go  and  not  have  to  ask  you  questions.  It’s  all 
there  for  them  to  read.  There  are  even  different  choices  for  pens.  Fine-tip,  bold-tip,  or 
jewel-tone  pens  add  color  to  white  pages,  while  Precious  Element  pens  in  gold  and  silver 
look  striking  on  black  pages.  If  you’re  worried  about  writing  sideways,  don’t  worry, 
journaling  boxes  are  available.  You  can  also  crop  these  to  any  size  to  fit  the  page  you  are 
working  on.  Remember,  when  people  look  at  their  family  albums,  they  seldom  comment 
on  the  stickers  or  the  die-cut  shapes.  What  they  love  is  looking  at  the  pictures  and  reading 
the  journaling. 

I hope  you  start  here  with  the  fast  formula  approach  when  starting  an  album.  You 
can  always  get  more  daring  as  your  album  progresses.  You’re  not  in  a contest  for  best 
album.  You’re  simply  preserving  your  precious  photographs  and  memories  while  also 
making  it  more  interesting  for  family  members  to  see.  Most  of  all,  this  process  is  worth 
the  effort  and  very  rewarding  when  you  are  done.  Practice  makes  perfect! 


Barbara  Morin  is  32  and  living  in  Sandown,  NH.  She  took  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander  ’s 
Basic  Writing  course  in  spring  2008  and  majors  in  radiologic  technology.  After 
completing  the  course,  she  stated,  “Now  that  Clare  has  taught  me  different  ways  to  write 
and  come  up  with  ideas,  I feel  much  better  about  writing.  I’m  not  as  scared  as  I was 
before  this  class.  ’’ 
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No  More  Sleepless  Nights 
by  Nichola  Dupras 

Well,  if  you  are  the  mother  of  a newborn  then  you  probably  have  an  idea  of  what 
a night  with  a baby  consists  of  I am  going  to  tell  you  a process  of  putting  your  baby  to 
sleep  at  night  that  really  worked  well  for  me.  I started  my  nighttime  routine  when  my 
daughter,  Alexandrea,  was  about  eight  weeks  old.  She  is  now  1 3 months  old.  The  only 
time  it  did  not  work  like  usual  were  times  when  my  baby  was  sick,  and  when  she  was 
teething  really  badly.  Other  than  those  rare  nights,  she  did  well  with  the  routine  I am 
about  to  tell  you  about.  The  steps  are  fairly  easy,  consisting  of  bathing  baby,  massaging 
baby  with  lotion,  and  reading  a story  to  baby. 

The  first  step  is  to  bathe  your  baby.  This  step  is  important  because  it  is  relaxing 
for  the  baby.  You  should  get  everything  needed  to  wash  and  dry  baby  beforehand 
because  you  cannot  run  to  get  these  items  once  baby  is  in  the  tub.  Never,  never  leave 
baby  alone  in  the  tub  for  even  a second!  A second  is  all  it  could  take  for  baby  to  drown 
and  a baby  can  drown  in  as  little  as  an  inch  of  water.  In  case  you  don’t  know  exactly  what 
things  you’ll  need,  they  are  the  hooded  towel,  washcloth,  baby  shampoo,  and/or  baby 
head-to-toe  wash.  I recommend  Johnson  & Johnson’s  Bedtime  Bath,  which  goes  in  the 
water  to  release  a calming  scent  for  baby,  and  Johnson  & Johnson’s  Bedtime  Wash. 
Again,  this  wash  is  lavender  and  chamomile  scented  to  relax  baby.  Set  a warm  bath  in 
baby’s  tub.  Pour  a capful  of  the  bedtime  bath  into  the  water.  Place  your  baby  into  the  tub. 
Take  the  washcloth  and  put  a little  bit  of  the  wash  on  it.  Start  by  washing  baby’s  face  and 
behind  ears  and  back  of  neck.  Then  wash  the  rest  of  baby,  leaving  the  head/hair  for  last. 
Make  sure  to  only  rub  gently  with  the  washcloth.  Also,  make  sure  that  when  baby  is  lying 
back  that  the  water  level  doesn’t  go  up  to  the  ear  because  if  baby  is  getting  water  into  her 
ear  canal,  this  can  lead  to  ear  infections  and/or  what  is  known  as  “swimmer’s  ear.”  Once 
you’re  done  cleaning  the  baby,  lay  the  towel  across  the  front  of  your  chest,  pick  baby  up 
putting  her  back  to  your  chest,  and  wrap  towel  around  baby.  You  have  completed  step 
one,  bathing  baby. 

Next  step  is  massaging  the  baby  with  lotion,  and  dressing  baby  in  pajamas. 
Another  important  step  is  massaging  the  baby.  This  actually  puts  the  finishing  touch  on 
the  relaxing  of  baby.  Also,  this  step  makes  baby  feel  safe  and  loved.  First  lay  baby  on  the 
changing  table,  leaving  them  wrapped  in  the  towel  still.  Use  the  comers  of  the  towel  to 
dry  baby  off.  Then,  once  baby  is  nice  and  dry,  mb  lotion  on  her.  While  you  do  this,  talk 
to  the  baby,  telling  her  how  much  you  love  her  and  how  beautiful  she  is.  The  one  I 
recommend  using  is  Johnson  & Johnson’s  Bedtime  Wash.  Now  as  you  mb  the  lotion  on 
baby,  make  sure  to  mb  it  together  on  your  palms  for  a few  seconds  before  rubbing  lotion 
onto  baby,  in  case  the  lotion  or  your  hands  are  cold.  Now  diaper  the  baby  and  put  a little 
powder  in  a couple  places,  such  as  under  her  chin,  where  moisture  from  drool  can  add  up. 
Also  use  the  Bedtime  Lavender  and  Chamomile  Powder,  which  is  keeping  with  the  scent 
and  the  idea  of  calming  baby  through  aroma.  Next,  dress  her  in  cozy,  weather-appropriate 
pajamas.  Congratulations,  you’ve  completed  step  two  of  putting  baby  to  bed. 

Now  you  want  to  grab  a good,  short  baby  book.  Then  sit  with  baby  on  your  lap, 
preferably  in  a chair  that  rocks.  Drape  a blanket  over  baby.  I always  use  a nice,  soft, 
fluffy  blanket.  Then  read  to  her.  If  she  needs  a nighttime  bottle  still,  then  this  would  be  a 
great  time  to  give  that  to  her.  As  you  read  to  her,  she  should  drink  her  bottle  as  she  starts 
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to  become  drowsy.  When  you  are  done  reading,  and  she  is  done  the  bottle,  you  should 
give  her  kisses  and  say  your  goodnights,  then  gently  put  her  in  the  crib  or  wherever  it  is 
she  sleeps  at  night.  Make  sure  you  put  her  down  when  she  is  drowsy  but  not  asleep  yet. 
This  is  so  she  will  then  fall  asleep  on  her  own  in  her  bed,  not  needing  you  to  hold  or  rock 
her,  until  she  is  fully  sleeping.  That  is  it.  That  was  the  third  step,  reading. 

That  concludes  the  process  of  putting  your  baby  to  sleep.  First  bathe  baby,  then 
massage  with  lotion,  and  finally  read  to  baby  while  rocking  her.  This  routine  worked 
awesome  on  my  daughter,  Alexandrea.  If  you  try  it  you  should  not  have  any  more  trouble 
getting  your  little  one  to  sleep  at  night. 


Nichola  Dupras  is  33  and  lives  in  Andover,  MA,  with  her  fiance  Dave  and  daughter 
Alexandrea.  She  is  majoring  in  human  services  with  the  goal  of  becoming  a counselor. 
Before  Nichola  took  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander ’s  Basic  Writing  course  in  the  fall  of 
2007,  she  says,  “I  had  no  clue  to  proper  writing  of  an  essay.  ” After  she  finished  the 
course,  Nichola  says,  “I  can  write  an  essay  now  and  know  for  a fact  that  it  is  in  proper 
format.  ” 
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Phone  Etiquette  for  the  Office 
by  Sheila  Merrill 

As  you  sit  at  your  desk  to  begin  the  ritual  of  answering  the  phone  in  your  new 
administrative  assistant  position  between  the  hours  of  nine  to  five,  you  must  review  the 
proper  steps  to  answering  incoming  calls  and  conversing  with  clients  in  a professional 
manner  as  part  of  the  required  company  policy  for  your  particular  duties.  I know  from  1 0 
years  of  work  experience  in  the  administration  field  that  how  you  interact  with  a client  is 
key.  The  importance  of  the  process  is  crucial  in  cultivating  a client  and  business 
relationship. 

The  first  step  in  the  process  is  how  to  answer  the  phone  and  to  always  be 
considerate  of  the  client  when  answering  their  call  by  refraining  from  the  chewing  of  gum 
or  food.  It  is  considered  disrespectful,  rude,  and  unprofessional.  The  tone  of  your  voice 
should  be  clear,  pleasant,  upbeat,  and  never  monotone.  You  want  the  potential  client  to 
feel  welcomed,  important,  and  that  you  are  prepared  to  assist  in  supplying  an  answer  to 
their  questions  or  needs.  Remember,  you  are  the  first  contact  in  a business  a client  will 
have.  As  the  old  adage  says,  “First  impressions  are  important.” 

There  are  two  directions  a call  into  the  business  can  go.  For  example,  you  answer 
the  phone  politely  and  stating,  “Good  morning.  Port  Pictures,  Susan,  administrative 
assistant.  How  may  I direct  your  call?”  The  caller  then  follows  your  greeting  by  asking 
for  one  of  the  employees  by  name.  Unfortunately,  the  employee  is  otherwise  occupied 
and  your  reply  to  the  client  would  be,  “I  am  sorry,  but  Harry  is  unavailable.  Would  you 
like  me  to  transfer  you  to  his  voice  mail?”  If  the  response  is  yes,  you  thank  the  client  for 
their  call  and  then  press  the  transfer  button  first  and  Harry’s  extension  number  second  to 
place  the  client  in  his  voice  mail.  However,  be  prepared  for  the  caller  to  request  a hand- 
written message.  In  that  case,  you  should  have  a carbon  copy  message  book  and  a pen 
conveniently  beside  your  phone. 

The  second  direction  the  phone  call  tends  to  go  in  requires  you  to  be  more  alert, 
listen  carefully,  and  be  specific  in  the  writing  of  your  message.  If  the  caller  has  a specific 
question  or  concern  and  you  are  unable  to  give  the  correct  response,  do  not  pretend  by 
giving  inaccurate  information!  Instead,  make  the  client  aware  you  are  unable  to  provide 
the  answer  but  will  be  in  touch  with  the  person  who  does,  and  once  you  have  the  proper 
information,  you  will  return  their  call  in  a timely  fashion.  Be  sure  to  have  written  down 
the  name  of  the  client,  business  if  there  is  one,  the  number  where  they  can  be  reached, 
and  their  initial  question/concern.  Then  end  the  conversation  by  thanking  the  client  for 
calling  and  wish  them  a good  afternoon.  Hang  the  receiver  on  the  base,  deliver  the 
message  to  the  intended  party,  and  wait  for  the  phone  to  ring  again. 

After  ending  a conversation,  think  of  how  you  can  tweak  your  phone  answering 
technique  process.  I recommend  this  because  there  are  times  when  you  will  be  dealing 
with  an  ungracious,  demanding,  and  rude  client.  As  difficult  as 
it  is,  always  maintain  composure  with  your  voice  and  choose 
your  words  carefully,  trying  not  to  aggravate  the  client  further. 

During  the  conversation,  follow  the  process  diligently,  holding 
back  your  disgust  for  their  poor  attitude.  In  the  event  you 
should  converse  with  a disgruntled  client  and  you  have 
extended  and  exhausted  your  attempts  to  control  the  client’s 
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obvious  lack  of  respect  towards  you,  even  though  the  company  promotes  respect,  it  must 
be  mutual  on  behalf  of  yourself  and  the  client.  You  then  have  the  right  to  pleasantly 
remove  yourself  from  the  verbal  tongue  lashing  by  placing  the  client  on  hold  and  making 
management  aware  of  the  situation,  how  you  have  handled  the  client,  followed  by 
transferring  the  call  to  management,  who  is  aware  of  the  situation,  and  then  take  a deep 
breath  moving  on  with  the  workday.  Remember,  you  are  representing  the  business.  The 
silver  lining  to  dealing  with  an  angry  client  is  the  satisfaction  of  appropriately  handling 
and  calming  down  the  client,  saving  the  relationship,  and,  finally,  your  performance  is 
your  job  stability! 

Telephone  etiquette  is  essential  in  everyday  office  practice.  The  expertise  you 
display  to  a client  through  the  art  of  professionally  answering  a call  to  your  message- 
taking technique  is  an  invaluable  benefit  to  you,  the  client,  and  the  business. 


Sheila  Merrill,  33,  lives  in  Amesbury,  MA,  with  her  son  Brandon,  and  enjoys  writing 
poetry  and  playing  soccer.  She  took  Basic  Writing  in  the  fall  of 2007  with  Mary  O’Neil, 
and  has  “a  better  understanding  of  how  the  writing  process  is  achieved  from  a rough 
copy  to  a final  essay.  ” She  aims  for  a career  in  the  health  field  as  a medical  biller. 
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Dear  Basic  Writer: 


We  are  just  about  finished  with  our  Basic  Writing  class.  We  feel  so 
much  more  confident  with  our  writing  capabilities  than  when  we  started.  It 
has  been  a good  time  and  we  have  had  a wonderful  instructor.  We  would 
like  you,  as  well,  to  have  a good  time  and  improve  your  writing.  Therefore, 
we  are  going  to  provide  you  some  advice  to  help  you  succeed  in  Basic 
Writing. 

First  of  all,  I would  say  that  attending  class  is  extremely  important. 
How  do  you  know  what  is  going  on  if  you’re  not  in  class?  Every  day  in 
class  you’re  learning  new  strategies  that  are  important  to  writing.  Also,  if 
you  miss  a class  and  the  work  is  due  on  the  class  you  missed,  your  work  is 
considered  late.  Brenda  remembers  one  time  when  she  missed  a class.  The 
day  she  came  back  she  was  lost,  somewhat  confused,  and  didn’t  really  know 
what  was  going  on.  During  that  class  that  she  came  back  to  she  had  to  play 
catch-up  and  do  double  the  work  so  she  wouldn’t  fall  behind.  This  is  why  it 
is  important  to  attend  every  class. 

Our  next  advice  to  you  is  to  participate  in  every  class  exercise.  When 
you  do  peer  review,  which  is  a common  class  exercise,  humble  yourself  and 
take  the  advice  from  the  other  students  and  your  teacher.  It’s  not  criticism; 
they’re  just  giving  you  advice  to  help  you  with  your  essay.  Participating  in 
class  will  enable  you  to  learn  from  your  classmates  and  from  your  own 
mistakes.  Every  exercise  we  do  is  something  new  and  will  aid  you  in  writing 
every  essay. 

Our  last  advice  to  you  is  to  use  your  own  experiences.  Using  your 
own  experience  to  write  an  essay  makes  it  easier  to  develop  your  ideas  and 
put  them  on  paper.  You  get  to  express  what  has  happened  in  your  own  life. 
While  writing  our  essays,  we  had  to  put  dialogue  and  anecdotes  in  them. 
When  we  used  our  own  experiences,  it  was  easier  for  us  to  generate  the 
dialogue  or  anecdotes  into  our  essays  because  it  was  fresh  in  our  memories. 
We  recommend  you  to  think  of  your  own  experiences  when  you  are  writing 
your  essays. 

Taking  this  class  has  improved  our  writing  capabilities  a lot.  These 
writing  strategies  were  essential  for  us  to  succeed  in  the  Basic  Writing  class. 
If  you  want  to  succeed  like  we  did,  we  encourage  you  to  follow  our  advice. 
You  won’t  regret  it. 


Sincerely, 

Brenda  and  Angela 


A Waste  of  a Good  Beach 
by  Michele  DiMambro 

For  the  last  37  years,  I’ve  been  going  to  Revere  Beach  every  summer,  but  I think 
Revere  Beach  has  been  neglected  for  a long  period  of  time.  The  beach  has  not  drawn  the 
large  crowd  of  people  since  the  early  1980s.  In  my  opinion,  there  needs  to  be 
improvements  made  to  Revere  Beach  so  it  can  be  a safe  and  fun  place  to  go  to  with  your 
family  and  friends. 

The  first  reason  there  needs  to  be  improvements  made  to  Revere  Beach  is  the 
safety  and  cleanliness  of  the  beach.  For  example,  a friend  of  mine  stepped  on  a broken 
piece  of  glass  just  beneath  the  surface  of  the  soft  sand.  The  glass  went  deep  into  her  foot, 
and  she  had  to  go  to  a nearby  hospital  to  get  stitches.  Right  after  that  unfortunate 
accident,  I tell  anyone  who  is  with  me  at  the  beach  to  keep  an  eye  out  for  broken  pieces 
of  glass.  People  shouldn’t  be  littering  in  the  first  place,  but  when  you  walk  onto  the  beach 
it  is  so  disgusting  to  see  litter  scattered  everywhere.  Revere  Beach  needs  to  be  kept  more 
safe  and  clean  for  the  people  who  like  to  be  at  the  beach. 

The  second  reason  there  needs  to  be  improvements  made  to  Revere  Beach  is 
because  of  how  pollution  affects  the  ocean  sea  life.  When  I was  a small  child,  I enjoyed 
spending  my  time  at  Revere  Beach  looking  along  the  water’s  edge  for  sea  creatures  like 
starfish,  crabs,  clams,  jellyfish,  and  minnows.  Nowadays  you  can  only  find  hermit  crabs 
and  minnows.  The  sewerage  is  dumped  into  the  ocean  not  far  from  the  Revere  Beach 
coastline.  Then  some  of  the  pollution  comes  back  in  with  the  tides,  and  probably  killed 
off  a lot  of  the  sea  life  over  time.  It  may  already  be  too  late  for  the  sea  life  to  recoup  at 
Revere  Beach.  The  city  of  Revere  and  the  state  of  Massachusetts  should  take  the 
necessary  action  in  making  sure  the  quality  of  water  along  the  Revere  Beach  coastline  is 
monitored  periodically  to  prevent  any  more  loss  of  sea  life. 

The  last  reason  there  needs  to  be  improvements  made  to  Revere  Beach  is  to  attract 
more  events  and  entertainment  for  the  public  to  enjoy.  During  the  1970s  when  I was  a 
little  girl,  my  family  and  I would  come  to  Revere  Beach  to  go  on  the  amusement  rides 
along  the  boardwalk  of  the  beach.  The  rides  drew  in  a lot  of  people,  but  over  time  they 
became  old  and  unsafe.  Eventually,  the  amusement  rides  had  to  be  taken  down  and 
condominiums  were  put  up  in  their  place.  Back  in  the  70s  and  80s  there  was  a canoe  race 
event  called  Row,  Row,  Row  to  Revere,  which  brought  a lot  of  spectators  down  to  the 
beach.  Revere  Beach  has  a few  musical  concerts  and  a sand  sculpture  contest,  but  for 
reasons  unknown  to  me  there  aren’t  a lot  of  activities  that  take  place  there  anymore.  The 
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city  of  Revere  should  organize  more  events  and  entertainment  for  the  public  to  enjoy  at 
Revere  Beach. 

It  makes  me  sad  not  to  see  as  many  people  enjoy  using  this  well  developed  four- 
mile  stretch  of  beach.  My  mother,  Rosalie,  who  grew  up  in  the  city  of  Revere,  happened 
to  mention  to  me  that  Revere  Beach  was  the  first  public  beach  in  America.  Many  years 
ago  Revere  Beach  was  a great  beach  to  go  to  have  a good  time.  Revere  Beach  has 
become  a waste  of  a good  beach  due  to  negligence.  In  my  opinion,  the  leaders  of  the  city 
of  Revere  and  the  state  of  Massachusetts  should  take  more  pride  and  effort  into  making 
more  improvements  to  Revere  Beach  in  the  interest  of  the  public  to  enjoy  for  future  use. 


Michele  DiMambro,  42,  is  a nurse ’s  aide  who  lives  in  Georgetown,  MA.  Her  hobbies 
include  reading  and  walking,  and  she  plans  to  become  a nurse.  Michele  “enjoyed  very 
much  learning  to  become  a better  writer”  in  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander’s  spring  2008 
Basic  Writing  class. 
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Bring  a Casino  to  Massachusetts 
by  Jillian  M.  Benton 

There  is  such  a big  controversy  about  a casino  being  built  in  Massachusetts  for  no 
good  reason.  Some  people  are  making  a big  stink  about  this  for  reasons  such  as  it  will 
bring  too  much  traffic  to  their  city  or  that  their  mother’s  uncle  will  continue  with  his  bad 
gambling  habit.  I believe  that  we  should  go  ahead  and  build  a casino  in  the  state  of 
Massachusetts.  Regardless  of  where  you  build  a casino,  the  addicts  of  gambling  are  still 
going  to  have  this  addiction.  I consider  a casino  a place  where  families  and  friends  can 
have  a good  time.  Many  people  are  jobless  and  this  might  be  the  start  to  something  good 
for  some  people. 

With  or  without  a casino  in  Massachusetts,  people  with  gambling  addictions  are 
still  capable  of  fulfilling  the  bad  habit.  Mohegan  Sun  and  Foxwoods  are  two  casinos 
located  in  Connecticut.  Connecticut  is  not  a far  drive  from  Massachusetts.  If  a casino  in  a 
neighboring  state  is  not  keeping  the  people  with  these  addictions  from  gambling,  then  it’s 
not  going  to  make  much  of  a difference  whether  the  casino  is  in  Connecticut  or 
Massachusetts.  Many  buses  like  Greyhound  and  Peter  Pan  bring  people  straight  to  the 
casinos.  If  someone  has  that  bad  of  a gambling  problem,  they  are  going  to  drive  to  the 
closest  casino  or  look  for  an  alternative.  Gambling  online  or  on  the  streets  are  also  other 
ways  of  feeding  their  addictions.  There  is  no  way  to  get  around  an  addiction  except  for 
strong  will  or  rehabilitation  centers  so  deciding  not  to  build  a casino  in  Massachusetts 
because  of  someone  else’s  bad  habit  is  not  a strong  enough  reason. 

Another  reason  why  I think  they  should  build  a casino  in  Massachusetts  is 
because  they  are  more  than  just  a place  to  gamble.  Casinos  are  targeted  towards  adults  21 
plus  but  they  are  also  family  places,  too.  Besides  the  gambling  and  high  hopes  of  hitting 
the  jackpot,  these  large  entertainment  buildings  are  good  for  eating,  shopping,  lodging, 
and  just  having  a good  time.  With  arcades,  restaurants,  stores,  hotel  rooms,  and  a spa,  it’s 
hard  to  believe  people  go  there  only  to  gamble.  There  is  such  beautiful  architecture  in 
these  buildings.  Restaurants  in  the  middle  of  a manmade  waterfall  and  a fish  tank  arched 
over  an  entrance  to  a discovery  store  the  size  of  the  entire  wall  make  Mohegan  Sun  such 
an  amazing  place  to  be.  The  Foxwoods  casino  has  a two-floor  arcade  room  where  kids, 
teenagers,  and  even  adults  can  play  almost  any  game  you  could  think  of.  These  casinos 
also  have  stadium  seat  auditoriums  where  comedians,  singers,  and  performers  take  stage 
to  entertain.  I saw  Larry,  the  cable  guy,  at  Mohegan  Sun  with  a bunch  of  friends  and  then 
spent  the  night  in  the  hotel.  Even  though  we  were  not  all  21,  we  still  had  a great  time.  I 
think  that  there  is  a lot  more  to  casinos  than  slot  machines  and  craps  tables. 

A very  important  reason  why  it’s  a good  idea  to  open  a casino  in  Massachusetts  is 
because  it  will  provide  many  people  with  job  opportunities.  There  are  many  different 
parts  of  a casino  and  many  positions  available  in  different  companies  within.  From  card 
dealers  to  cashiers,  chefs  to  maintenance  people,  security  to  entrance  greeters,  there  are 
thousands  of  jobs  that  could  be  taken  advantage  of.  Just  think  of  how  many  people  move 
to  Las  Vegas  to  work  in  casinos.  I truly  believe  that  building  a casino  in  Massachusetts 
will  help  get  people  off  the  street  and  into  a well  maintained  job. 

Building  a casino  in  Massachusetts  should  be  put  into  effect  as  soon  as  possible. 
With  ups  and  downs  of  the  idea,  I still  believe  that  there  are  more  ups  than  downs.  So 
some  people  have  addictions  to  gambling,  why  punish  those  who  have  self-control?  A 
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casino  is  a good  idea  for  family  day  trips  or  even  weekend  trips.  What  is  better  than  not 
having  to  drive  out  of  state  to  enjoy  a good  time?  Also,  let  us  not  forget  that  a casino 
would  give  thousands  of  people  a ton  of  job  opportunities.  If  I was  given  the  chance  to 
vote  on  this,  my  vote  would  be  yes.  With  an  open  mind  and  a visit  to  a casino,  you  might 
vote  yes,  too. 


Jillian  M.  Benton,  19,  lives  in  Methuen,  MA,  and  works  in  a law  office.  She  is  studying  to 
be  a paralegal.  After  taking  Michael  Wilcomb ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  fall  of 2007, 
she  says  that  the  course  “helped  me  enjoy  [writing]  and  have  confidence  in  my  writing.  ” 
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CORI  Reform 
by  Nancy  Shea 


I have  been  working  as  a House  Manager  in  a sober  home  for  women  for  three 
years.  In  this  time,  I have  met  many  women.  These  women  come  from  a variety  of 
lifestyles.  Some  come  from  their  homes,  some  from  detoxes,  and  others  from  prison. 
WTien  entering  this  home,  the  women  must  seek  employment  or  volunteer  work.  It  has 
come  to  my  attention  that  some  of  the  women  have  a CORI  (criminal  offender  record 
information).  Having  a CORI  can  keep  people  from  getting  schooling,  housing,  and 
employment.  In  my  opinion,  we  need  to  reform  how  a CORI  can  be  used. 

One  reason  I believe  that  we  need  CORI  reform  is  because  people  change.  I know 
of  a woman.  Her  name  is  Arme.  Anne  is  middle-aged.  She  has  grown  children  and  an  ex- 
husband.  She  worked  as  a biochemist  for  many  years.  She  was  also  attending  school  for 
her  law  degree.  When  her  marriage  broke  up,  she  started  drinking  heavily.  While 
drinking  she  harassed  her  ex-husband  to  the  point  she  was  imprisoned  for  six  months. 
When  Anne  was  paroled,  she  turned  her  life  around.  She  went  to  an  AA  meeting  every 
day.  She  got  a job  and  applied  to  college  to  finish  up  so  she  could  get  her  degree  in  law. 
Now  because  she  has  a CORI  she  is  unable  to  take  the  classes  she  needs.  This  woman  has 
paid  for  her  mistakes.  She  has  worked  very  hard  for  her  law  degree  to  be  denied  now.  If 
we  had  CORI  reform,  Anne  could  continue  her  education  and  give  back  to  the 
community. 

A CORI  can  also  prevent  a person  from  being  allowed  to  rent  an  apartment. 
Landlords  are  allowed  to  get  copies  of  a prospective  renter’s  CORI.  I know  a young 
woman  named  Kate.  She  is  now  26  years  old.  She  is  a single  parent  with  two  children,  a 
boy  four  years  old  and  a girl  two  years  old.  She  is  in  need  of  a three-bedroom  apartment. 
Kate  works  at  her  father’s  store  and  goes  to  school  full  time.  When  she  was  17,  she  got 
caught  driving  and  drinking.  She  lost  her  license  and  was  caught  driving  without  it.  She 
was  put  on  probation.  She  ended  up  violating  her  probation  and  went  to  jail  for  30  days. 
She  has  not  been  in  trouble  since.  When  she  applied  for  subsidized  housing,  she  was 
turned  down  because  of  her  CORI.  Now  looking  for  an  apartment  that  she  can  afford  and 
one  that  does  not  check  a CORI  has  proven  to  be  nearly  impossible.  It  is  really  a shame 
that  her  family  has  to  suffer  due  to  punitive  housing  regulations.  Two  young  children  are 
deprived  of  a decent  home  because  when  their  mother  was  a teenager  she  made  a 
mistake. 

Another  reason  we  need  CORI  reform  is  because  the  majority  of  employers  now 
do  a CORI  check  in  deciding  whether  or  not  to  hire  applicants  with  any  criminal  record 
whatsoever.  It  seems  to  me  that  it  is  counterproductive  to  have  CORI  records  open  for  1 0 
years  after  a person  completes  parole.  When  offenders  can’t  find  jobs,  they  are  deprived 
of  taking  care  of  their  families.  They  are  more  likely  to  be  driven  back  to  crime.  Many  of 
these  people  have  been  taught  trades  while  incarcerated.  I know  of  a man  who  got  his 
electrician  license  shortly  after  being  released.  Many  compsinies  were  interested  but  could 
not  hire  him  because  he  had  a CORI.  He  was  one  of  the  fortunate  people  who  found  an 
employer  that  was  willing  to  give  him  a chance.  He  is  still  working  for  this  company  after 
1 2 years. 

I don’t  believe  that  the  CORI  was  intended  to  turn  every  offense  into  a life 
sentence.  All  but  a handful  of  people  incarcerated  are  eventually  released.  These  people 


need  to  get  back  to  school,  get  housing,  and  work.  These  reforms  require  decision  makers 
to  make  an  individual  determination  about  whether  an  applicant  is  rehabilitated,  rather 
than  excluding  ex-offenders  categorically.  If  we  want  reduced  crime  and  to  help  people 
re-integrate  successfully,  this  is  a smarter  approach.  Current  CORI  laws  prevent  tens  of 
thousands  of  residents  across  the  state  from  accessing  stable  employment.  One  problem 
with  the  law  is  it  can  stop  a person’s  job,  housing,  and  schooling  opportunities  for 
decades.  Preventing  so  many  people  from  the  ability  to  work  brings  suffering  and  chaos 
to  communities.  We  need  to  strengthen  our  economy  and  our  workforce.  CORI  reform  is 
the  first  step. 


Nancy  Shea,  52,  of  Amesbury,  MA,  works  as  a House  Manager.  She  is  majoring  in  human 
services  so  she  can  become  a drug  and  alcohol  counselor.  Nancy  loves  the  beach  and 
making  jewelry.  She  is  glad  that  she  took  Basic  Writing  during  the  spring  2008  semester. 
Her  instructor  was  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander. 
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More  Sports  Teams  at  NECC 
by  Christopher  Janowicz 

NECC  has  baseball,  basketball,  volleyball,  cross  country,  and  track  and  field 
teams.  NECC  should  invest  in  a soccer  team,  football  team,  and  softball  team.  The  more 
sports  teams  NECC  has,  the  better.  Students  get  to  meet  new  people,  it  motivates  students 
to  do  better  in  school,  and  it  can  keep  students  out  of  trouble.  For  all  these  reasons, 

NECC  should  have  more  sports  teams. 

First,  playing  on  a sports  team  will  help  students  meet  new  people.  Meeting  new 
people  is  important.  Students  come  to  a community  college  like  NECC,  and  it’s  tough  to 
meet  people.  Unlike  a four-year  school,  you  don’t  have  dorms.  That  makes  it  harder  to 
meet  new  people  because  at  NECC  you  just  go  home  after  class.  Having  friends  on  a 
sports  team  is  helpful  because  if  you  are  struggling,  you  can  have  one  of  your  friends 
help  you  on  what  you  are  doing  wrong.  Just  meeting  new  people  in  general  is  always 
good,  too.  I have  met  about  30  new  people  from  playing  baseball  at  NECC.  I knew  only 
four  people  at  NECC  before  baseball  started.  That  is  one  reason  why  NECC  should  have 
more  sports  teams. 

Secondly,  having  more  sports  teams  at  NECC  will  motivate  students  to  do  better 
in  school.  The  more  sports  teams  you  have,  the  more  students  will  be  motivated  to  do 
better  in  school.  Most  athletes  caire  more  about  their  sports  team  than  they  do  their 
academics.  In  order  to  play  sports,  you  need  to  have  a GPA  of  2.0  or  better.  Whenever  I 
am  slacking  in  a class,  I just  think  about  my  future  on  the  baseball  team.  If  I want  to  play 
baseball,  I have  to  be  successful  in  the  classroom.  More  students  will  succeed  if  there  are 
more  sports  teams  at  NECC. 

Another  reason  is  that  it  can  keep  students  out  of  trouble.  Some  students  are  not 
interested  in  the  few  sports  teams  NECC  has.  If  NECC  had  a football  team,  I think  that 
would  be  great  for  the  students  that  would  like  to  play  on  the  team  and  a lot  of  students 
would  go  to  the  games.  Instead  of  just  going  home  and  doing  nothing  and  causing 
trouble,  students  could  stay  after  school  and  be  practicing  or  playing  their  game.  By 
going  straight  home,  students  could  hang  out  with  the  wrong  crowd  and  get  into  some 
serious  trouble. 

Meeting  new  people,  motivating  students  to  do  better  in  school,  and  keeping 
students  out  of  trouble  are  all  good  reasons  for  NECC  to  have  more  sports  teams.  If 
NECC  ignores  this,  students  might  not  do  as  well  in  class  and  could  get  into  trouble 
because  they  don’t  have  a sport  that  interests  them.  Students  could  help  address  this  issue 
by  starting  a sign-up  sheet  or  petition  and  bringing  it  to  the  athletic  director.  NECC  could 
invest  in  a new  sport  per  year  to  get  it  started. 


Christopher  Janowicz,  18,  lives  in  Lowell,  MA,  and  is  planning  to  become  a police 
officer.  He  enjoys  baseball,  basketball,  football,  and  hanging  out  with  his  friends.  Chris 
took  Basic  Writing  with  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander  during  the  fall  2007  semester.  He 
says,  “I feel  like  I’m  a great  writer.  I have  improved  so  much.  I enjoy  writing  now.  ” 
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Before  and  After 
by  Merys  Rosario 

For  me  writing  has  never  been  an  easy  thing  to  do.  I have  always  tried  to  do  my 
best  whenever  I had  a writing  assignment  to  do,  or  anything  else  for  school.  Most  of  my 
writing  difficulties  come  from  the  fact  that  I learned  English  as  my  second  language  just 
a few  years  ago.  When  I came  out  of  high  school,  I knew  that  I had  to  go  to  college  and 
just  the  thought  of  taking  writing  classes  terrified  me.  At  the  beginning  of  my  writing 
class,  I felt  very  uncomfortable  because  I am  not  a good  writer.  As  weeks  went  on,  I 
learned  many  techniques  that  have  improved  my  writing  significantly.  This  class  taught 
me  to  be  more  organized  in  my  writing,  to  have  more  confidence  in  my  writing,  how  to 
overcome  my  writing  frustrations,  and  to  be  aware  and  fix  my  editing  errors  on  each 
essay. 

The  first  thing  that  I learned  in  this  class  and  has  helped  me  throughout  the 
semester  is  to  prewrite.  I do  this  before  starting  each  one  of  my  essays  because  it  is  very 
helpful.  When  you  pre write  you  generate  and  write  down  the  ideas  that  you  came  up  with 
in  relation  to  the  essay  you  are  going  to  write.  There  are  many  different  methods  that  can 
be  used  to  make  your  pre  writing  process  easier,  like  to  use  charts  or  clusters.  At  the 
beginning  of  my  class,  I wasn’t  very  familiarized  with  any  of  these  methods  and  I thought 
that  they  were  very  hard  to  do.  When  my  teacher  first  introduced  me  to  use  charts  for  my 
prewriting  I thought,  “This  is  going  to  be  so  hard.  I’ve  never  been  good  at  using  those 
kinds  of  tools.” 

The  first  thing  she  told  us  was,  “Class,  using  charts  is  very  easy.  You  don’t  have 
to  be  intimidated  by  them  because  you  are  just  going  to  organize  your  thoughts.”  To  my 
surprise  she  explained  how  to  use  the  charts  in  a very  clear  and  understandable  way  and 
now  charts  are  my  favorite  things  to  use  when  I am  prewriting  any  of  my  essays. 

Another  thing  that  I have  learned  in  this  class  is  how  to  have  confidence  in  my 
writing.  Every  time  I wrote  an  essay,  I always  thought  that  it  was  bad  and  I was  going  to 
get  a bad  grade.  One  day  all  that  changed  when  I was  given  the  assignment  to  write  about 
someone  that  has  influenced  me.  I immediately  thought,  “I  have  my  topic.  I am  going  to 
write  about  my  mother,”  and  so  I did.  Little  did  I know  that  it  was  going  to  become  my 
strongest  essay  yet.  I gave  this  essay  the  title,  “A  Person  That  is  Always  There  for  Me.”  I 
believe  this  essay  is  my  strongest  essay  because  I not  only  got  an  A on  it,  but  my  teacher 
suggested  me  to  submit  it  for  the  Writers  in  Progress  book.  There  are  many  parts  that 
make  my  essay  strong  and  I really  like.  For  example,  the  first  sentence  in  the  introduction 
that  says,  “Eighteen  years  ago  my  mother,  Esther,  held  me  in  her  arms  for  the  first  time 
and  God  gave  me  the  gift  of  having  her  as  my  mother.”  I like  this  sentence  because  it  is 
making  a strong  statement  and  in  a few  words  I am  able  to  say  what  my  mother  means  to 
me.  With  all  the  writing  techniques  that  I have  learned  in  this  Basic  Writing  class,  I have 
been  able  to  write  one  of  my  strongest  essays  and  I know  that  it  is  not  going  to  be  the  last 
one. 

Something  else  that  I have  learned  in  this  class  is  how  to  overcome  my  writing 
frustrations.  All  the  essays  that  I have  written  so  far  have  been  very  challenging,  but  the 
most  frustrating  one  for  me  to  write  was  the  object  one  that  I titled,  “My  Memory 
Keepers.”  This  essay  was  very  frustrating  for  me  to  write  because  we  were  supposed  to 
write  about  an  object  that  meant  a lot  to  us  and  also  because  it  was  the  first  formal  essay 
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that  we  wTote  for  the  class.  When  the  assignment  was  first  given  to  me,  the  first  thing  that 
came  to  my  mind  was,  “How  am  I going  to  use  my  five  senses  to  write  about  my 
earrings?  They  are  just  earrings.”  When  I started  writing  the  essay,  I went  back  and 
thought  about  what  my  teacher  had  told  me  about  prewriting,  composing  a rough  draft, 
revising,  editing,  and  proofreading.  When  I put  down  all  the  things  that  I had  learned  in 
class,  my  essay  was  easier  for  me  to  write  and  the  end  result  was  incredible,  in  specific, 
my  detailed  paragraphs.  Some  of  my  favorite  sentences  from  this  essay  are  in  the  second 
paragraph  and  this  is  what  they  say,  “Both  stones  are  round  and  are  being  held  by  six  thin 
lines  that  came  from  the  diamond  shape  at  the  bottom  of  the  earrings.  These  earrings  have 
a lovely  smell  to  them,  because  I keep  them  on  a small  wooden  jewelry  box  along  with 
my  other  special  jewelry.  Their  texture  is  hard  and  at  the  same  time  smooth.”  Although 
this  was  my  most  frustrating  essay,  I am  very  proud  of  how  I overcame  my  frustration.  I 
was  able  to  use  all  the  great  techniques  that  my  teacher  taught  me  to  overcome  this 
frustration.  I was  amazed  with  the  end  result  because  I didn’t  know  that  I could  extract  so 
many  details  from  just  a pair  of  earrings. 

In  this  class,  I have  also  learned  to  be  aware  and  fix  my  editing  errors  for  each  one 
of  my  essays.  My  essays  are  far  away  from  being  perfect,  but  during  the  course  of  this 
semester  I have  learned  the  skills  I need  to  improve  my  editing  errors.  When  you  edit, 
you  correct  the  sentences  and  words  in  your  essay.  This  step  is  very  important  because  if 
you  do  it  you  are  able  to  delete  words  that  otherwise  could  have  changed  the  final  product 
of  your  essay.  The  major  problems  that  I have  when  I write  my  essays  are  that  I tend  to 
misspell  some  words,  use  commas  in  the  wrong  places,  and  I use  wrong  verb  endings. 
Although  I still  have  some  editing  problems,  during  the  course  of  this  Basic  Writing 
semester  I have  improved  immensely.  I now  know  the  things  that  I have  to  look  for  when 
I am  editing  my  essays  in  order  to  make  them  better.  Even  though  I still  have  to  work  on 
those  editing  problems,  I feel  more  prepared  when  editing. 

When  I thought  about  writing,  it  was  always  about  how  hard  it  was  for  me  to  do. 
After  just  one  semester  with  my  professor  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander,  my  whole  concept 
about  'writing  has  changed.  It’s  not  that  I find  writing  any  easier  to  do,  but  she  has  taught 
me  how  to  do  it  in  an  organized  process  step  by  step.  In  her  class  I learned  to  be  more 
organized  in  my  writing  by  using  charts  or  anything  else  that  makes  me  feel  comfortable. 
She  taught  me  to  have  confidence  in  my  writing  and  it  has  resulted  in 
some  of  the  best  essays  that  I’ve  ever  written  like  the  one  about  my 
mother.  She  has  also  taught  me  how  to  overcome  my  writing  frustrations 
and  to  be  aware  of  and  fix  the  editing  errors  on  each  one  of  my  essays. 

Thanks  to  the  knowledge  that  I have  acquired  in  this  class,  I feel  much 
more  prepared  to  move  on  to  whatever  is  next  for  me. 


Merys  Rosario,  18,  lives  in  Lawrence,  MA,  and  is  studying  at  NECC  to  be  a dental 
assistant.  After  taking  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander ’s  fall  2007  Basic  Writing  course,  she 
says,  “Now,  I feel  much  more  confident  and  even  enjoy  writing.  ” She  loves  to  be  with  her 
family  and  friends  in  her  spare  time. 
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Fearless  Writing 
by  Karen  Lupo 

I had  never  written  an  essay  in  my  life.  The  thought  of  writing  an  essay  scared  me 
half  to  death.  I didn’t  have  any  idea  how  to  begin  and  I didn’t  have  a clue  how  to 
structure  an  essay.  Words  like  prewriting,  thesis  statement,  body  paragraph,  and  topic 
sentence  were  foreign  to  me.  After  learning  some  of  the  basic  skills  of  writing,  I see  a 
significant  improvement  in  my  writing.  My  essays  have  structure  because  of  the 
prewriting  strategies  that  I learned.  I use  more  detail  in  my  writing  because  I learned  how 
to  describe  objects  and  people  by  using  my  senses,  comparisons,  and  dialogue,  so  my 
essays  are  more  interesting  to  read.  The  skills  I learned  in  Basic  Writing  are  prewriting 
strategies,  how  to  use  dialogue  and  sensory  detail,  and  editing  skills. 

The  first  skill  I learned  is  pre writing.  My  biggest  obstacle  in  writing  was  that  I 
didn’t  know  how  to  begin.  Prewriting  helps  me  to  generate  ideas  for  my  essay,  and  helps 
me  to  organize  my  ideas  so  my  essay  has  structure.  Some  of  the  prewriting  strategies  I 
was  taught  are  listing,  mapping,  and  clustering.  I use  a combination  of  all  of  these 
strategies  to  brainstorm  ideas  for  my  essay.  Listing  was  the  first  strategy  that  was 
introduced.  To  describe  the  object  in  my  first  essay,  I listed  the  things  about  the  object  I 
was  writing  about  by  how  it  smelled,  tasted,  and  felt,  and  by  what  I remember  hearing 
and  seeing  surrounding  the  object.  I also  used  listing  to  describe  people.  I wrote  an  essay 
about  my  Aunt  Maureen.  I thought  about  my  aunt  and  listed  her  physical  qualities,  how 
she  looked,  what  she  wore,  and  what  she  reminded  me  of  “I  thought  she  looked  exotic 
with  her  long,  brown  hair  and  gauzy  clothes.  She  looked  like  she  should  be  wearing  a 
crown  of  daisies  on  her  head,”  is  an  example  of  how  I used  listing  to  describe  what  my 
aunt  looked  like.  By  using  the  listing  strategy,  I remember  to  use  my  senses  so  that  my 
essay  is  richer  in  detail  and  more  descriptive.  Clustering  helps  me  to  generate  a thesis 
statement.  I use  this  strategy  to  find  my  topic  sentences,  and  it  helps  me  to  remember 
anecdotes  to  support  my  topic.  I use  the  mapping  strategy  I was  taught  to  organize  the 
order  in  which  my  essay  will  be  written.  Mapping  gives  my  essay  structure  so  that  my 
body  paragraphs  don’t  bounce  around  and  my  essay  makes  more  sense.  The  prewriting 
strategies  I learned  helped  me  to  get  started  and  have  given  me  the  tools  I need  to  write 
an  essay  that  is  more  descriptive  and  better  organized. 

After  learning  some  prewriting  skills,  I learned  how  to  use  internal  and  external 
dialogue,  and  sensory  description.  Dialogue  and  sensory  description  add  more  dimension 
to  my  writing  by  giving  the  essay  even  more  detail.  I think  my  narrative  essay  is  the  best 
essay  because  it  is  the  most  creative,  and  has  the  most  detail.  The  use  of  dialogue  gave 
me  a way  to  develop  my  characters  better  by  letting  the  reader  get  to  know  the 
personality  of  the  characters.  Internal  dialogue  gives  the  reader  a fuller  understanding  of 
what  is  going  on  in  the  story  by  describing  what  the  characters  are  thinking  and  feeling, 
and  it  also  helps  to  give  the  reader  some  background  information.  Sensory  detail  is  one_of 
my  favorite  new  skills.  I love  the  way  it  makes  the  reader  feel  like  they  are  in  the  same 
room  with  the  characters.  Two  of  my  favorite  sentences  read,  “She  was  sitting  there  in 
her  hospital  gown  looking  so  young  and  vulnerable.  The  room  was  dark  and  quiet  except 
for  the  beep  of  the  monitor  they  had  her  hooked  up  to.”  The  use  of  dialogue  and  sensory 
detail  allowed  me  to  be  more  creative  and  detailed  with  my  essays.  I think  the  narrative 
essay  is  my  best  essay  because  it  is  the  most  interesting  to  read. 
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Not  only  was  my  narrative  essay  my  best  essay,  it  was  also  the  most  frustrating  to 
\NTite.  1 couldn’t  think  of  an  introductory  sentence  and  was  afraid  of  this  essay  from  the 
start.  Writing  a narrative  was  difficult  because  of  all  the  dimensions.  I had  to  develop  an 
intriguing  introduction  without  giving  away  the  story,  add  internal  and  external  dialogue, 
use  sensory  detail,  and  develop  a suspenseful  climax  and  a well  thought-out  conclusion. 

It  was  a big  undertaking  for  a writing  novice.  To  get  over  my  fear,  I started  to  write 
without  the  first  line.  I used  all  the  prewriting  strategies  I had  learned  and  the  story 
started  to  develop  from  there.  I wrote  about  six  drafts  for  this  essay  and  I used  all  the 
suggestions  I got  from  my  peers  and  the  Writing  Center.  When  I had  to  choose  an  essay 
to  pass  in  for  a grade,  I chose  the  narrative  essay  because  it  was  the  essay  that  needed  the 
most  revising.  I revised  my  essay  two  more  times  before  passing  it  in  for  a grade.  The 
narrative  essay  was  the  most  frustrating  essay  to  write,  but  also  the  one  I like  the  most 
because  I am  very  proud  of  all  the  effort  I put  into  writing  it. 

After  composing  an  essay,  I go  back  and  edit  for  errors.  I have  learned  to  look  for 
comma  splicing,  fragments,  run-ons,  and  verb  endings.  When  I proofread  my  essays,  I 
have  to  watch  for  comma  splices  and  verb  endings  because  I make  those  errors  the  most. 
Editing  has  been  the  hardest  skill  for  me  to  learn  because  I spend  most  of  my  time 
brainstorming  and  revising  my  essays,  leaving  me  with  no  time  to  edit.  Editing  is  a very 
important  skill  to  learn  because  it  gives  me  a chance  to  catch  errors,  strengthen  my 
sentences,  and  delete  unneeded  information  for  a stronger  essay. 

In  the  future,  I won’t  be  so  afraid  of  the  writing  process.  The  prewriting  skills  I 
have  learned  have  given  me  a place  to  begin  by  helping  me  to  generate  ideas,  and  giving 
my  writing  some  structure.  My  writing  is  more  interesting  to  read 
because  I learned  how  to  use  dialogue  and  sensory  description. 
Editing  is  a skill  that  I am  still  developing,  but  I know  how  important 
it  is  for  writing  strong  sentences.  Learning  to  write  was  not  an  easy 
process.  I cried  a few  tears  because  of  what  writing  pulled  out  of  me 
■ creatively  and  emotionally.  To  write  a good  paper,  I had  to  put  a lot  of 

myself  into  the  essays  and  it  was  draining.  Writing  takes  planning, 

I creativity  and  imagination,  and  time.  I still  get  nervous  about 

I writing,  but  I know  my  writing  will  get  better,  fearless,  and  stronger 

I in  time.  I feel  better  prepared  for  future  assignments  in  composition 

because  of  the  prewriting  strategies,  dialogue  and  sensory 
description  skills,  and  editing  skills  I learned  in  Basic  Writing. 


Karen  Lupo,  43  and  mother  of  three,  lives  in  Amesbury,  MA.  She  is  working  toward  her 
nursing  degree  at  NECC.  After  taking  Basic  Writing  with  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander 
during  the  summer  of 2007,  she  says,  ‘‘lam  more  confident,  but  still  a writer  in 
progress.  ” In  addition  to  enjoying  working  with  children,  she  likes  to  read. 
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Reflections  of  Self 
by  Katrina  Thome 

I was  initially  taken  aback  at  having  to  take  the  Basic  Writing  course.  I knew  how 
to  write.  I have  been  writing  for  as  long  as  I can  remember,  not  officially,  but  a poem 
here,  a short  story  there.  I thought  that  this  class  would  be  a breeze  with  hardly  any  effort 
on  my  part.  How  foolish  of  me  to  make  that  assumption.  It  turned  out  to  be  much  more 
than  that.  I have  learned  that  writing  is  more  of  a process  with  stmcture,  that  I like  to 
write  about  my  experiences  and  family,  and  that  revision  is  definitely  there  to  help  and 
not  harm  your  writing. 

I have  learned  that  writing  is  a stmctured  process.  It  has  to  be  more  than  just  a 
thought  that  has  a beginning,  middle,  and  end.  You  need  a good  title  to  draw  attention  to 
your  essay  and  with  a strong  introduction  and  thesis  statement  to  back  that  up;  it  will 
entice  the  reader  to  go  on.  These  first  steps  were  a bit  intimidating  at  first  but  if  you  take 
them  as  they  are,  steps,  and  break  them  down  to  your  understanding,  it  is  easier  and  far 
less  intimidating.  A thesis  statement  is  no  more  than  listing  a few  strong  points  in  my 
story  that  I would  focus  on.  You  would  then  work  on  the  body  of  your  essay.  I found  that 
the  easiest  way  for  me  to  get  my  creative  juices  flowing  was  the  process  of  prewriting.  I 
liked  to  write  things  down  with  pen  and  paper  as  they  come  to  me.  It  seems  more  natural 
and  comfortable.  Unfortunately  it  does  get  a little  messy  because  I will  read  it  over  as  I 
go  and  make  changes.  The  end  results  of  this  process  have  become  my  completed  essay. 

I have  a strong  sense  of  family  and  it  has  reflected  in  my  essays.  I have  no  trouble 
in  sharing  the  experiences  in  and  around  this  subject.  As  I reflect  back  on  these  essays,  I 
enjoy  rediscovering  these  experiences.  The  description  I gave  of  my  stepfather,  who  has 
long  since  passed,  brought  a welcomed  memory  to  the  surface.  “When  he  walked  into  a 
room  the  first  thing  you  would  notice  was  that  he  was  a stocky  man,  in  fact  my  mother 
described  him  as  barrel-chested,  a bit  on  the  roomy  side  being  of  medium  height,  he 
made  an  impression.  His  hair  was  kept  short  like  you’d  see  with  the  older  men  in  the 
barber  shops,  kind  of  brownish  black  with  graying  sideburns  matching  the  length.  His 
face  was  round  with  gentle  eyes  and  jowls  that  reminded  me  of  Deputy  Dog  with  a five 
o’clock  shadow  at  times.”  I used  him  as  the  subject  in  my  person  essay. 

One  other  very  important  part  of  writing  is  revision.  At  the  beginning  of  the 
semester,  I remember  my  first  visit  with  the  class  to  the  Writing  Center.  There  it  was 
explained  to  us  that  every  paper  needed  to  be  read  by  a member  of  the  center  and  that 
each  paper  would  need  revisions  and  not  to  take  it  personally.  My  first  experience  with 
this  was  my  object  essay,  which  I thought  was  a strong 
paper,  but  as  I found  out,  would  need  to  be  revised.  I 
went  in  confident  that  I wouldn’t  have  to  change  a thing 
but  learned  that  the  ideas  they  helped  me  with  made  my 
object  essay  even  stronger.  Now  I welcome  their  input 
and  look  forward  to  going  there.  I wish  I could  use 
them  for  the  upcoming  essays  I will  have  in  English 
Comp  I,  but  I am  confident  with  the  foundations  that 
they  gave  me  and  I should  be  fine. 

I have  enjoyed  this  Basic  Writing  class  and  I r--; 
have  noticed  how  much  I have  grown  as  a person  and  f- 
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as  a WTiter  through  all  the  essays  I have  written.  I am  now  looking  ahead  to  my  English 
Comp  class  and  am  confident  I will  do  well  in  this  course  because  I have  more  of  a 
structured  process  to  go  by.  I will  also  use  this  process  in  the  future  writings  about  my 
experiences  and  family,  and  I welcome  re-reading  and  revising  to  make  my  writing  even 
stronger. 


Katrina  Thorne,  43,  lives  in  Haverhill,  MA,  and  is  working  toward  becoming  a medical 
assistant  with  hopes  of  working  in  a pediatrician ’s  office.  After  taking  Joanna  Fortna  ’s 
spring  2008  Basic  Writing,  she  feels  that  the  course  “helps  immensely”  to  develop 
writing  skills.  She  enjoys  bike  riding,  camping,  baseball,  and  family  activities  with  her 
two  children. 
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